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The Beat Generation as a Spiritual Movement 
Derrick Prott 
In the years following World War II a cu ltural movement arose in the United States that later 
became known as the Beat Generation. This movement had serious implications for the United States, as 
it affected the nation's postwar social history tremendously. Many, including modern historians and 
members of the Beat Generation themselves, have identified the Beat Generation as having been the 
driving force behind what influenced the development of a much larger counterculture in the 1960s. 
Despite the movement's incredible significance, the actual motivations and aims of the Beat Generation 
have eluded scholarly appraisal for decades. Instead, modern scholarship on the Beats has iargely focused 
upon the narrative created by the Beats' contemporaries, most of whom were hostile to the movement as 
a whole, therefore, creating a skewed perception of the Beats. The actual work and correspondence of 
prominent Beats, especially the writings of the movement's two most famous members and writers Jack 
Kerouac and Allen Ginsberg, presents a vastly different narrative for the movement from the antisocial 
one created for it by the Beats' contemporaries. By examining what the Beats claimed to be their goals 
and objectives, a new way of looking at the wild, marijuana smoking, bebop loving community that 
constituted the Beat Generation is presented which shows that they were very different from what has 
been written about them since they burst upon the American social scene. 
When the Beat Generation rose to prominence in the United States in the fifties a great amount 
was written about them by their contemporaries. They were recognized as a major social movement at 
the time, especially with the youth of America. These contemporaries created for the movement a 
narrative that came to define it for generations to come. The narrative that they created was one that 
emphasized rebellion, anti-social behavior, negativism, and violence. For instance, James F. Scott of the 
University of Kentucky described the Beat movement in 1962 as one seeping with "moral depravity and 
social negativism." In addition to this he noted that this anti-social behavior was already well known by 
that point, as the Beat movement had already existed for nearly two decades. Indeed, during the years 
preceding Scott s article the Beats had been routinely described in various outlets as violent, depraved 
and negative rebels. An instance of this can be seen in Caroline Bird's 1957 description of the Beats in ' 
Harper's Bazaar, where she portrayed the average "hipster" as the era's foremost example of a rebel. In 
the article, hipsters, one of the contemporary terms for the Beats, were described as criminal and listless, 
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with  thei r  main  ob jec t ive  in  l i fe  be ing  to  "keep  out  of  soc ie ty ."  The  persona l  l et te rs  of  Jack  Kerouac  and  
Al len  Ginsberg  a l so  he lp  to  revea l  th i s  nar ra t ive  tha t  a rose  dur ing  the  e ra .  In  these  le tte r s  they  often  
d iscussed  how l i te ra ry  c ri t i cs ,  journa l i s t s ,  and  soc ia l  commenta tors  throughout  the  1950s  and  ear ly  1960s  
perpe tuated  the  in te rpre ta t ion  of  the  Beat  movement  as  negat ive ,  an t i - soc ia l ,  and  rebe l l ious .  Due  to  thi s  
in te rpre ta t ion  they  were  a lmost  constant ly  defending  themselves  aga ins t  th i s  image  or  compla in ing  to  
fe l low Beats  about  the  movement ' s  por t raya l .  
In  addi t ion  to  the  nega t ive ,  an t i - soc ia l  dep ic t ion  of  the  Beat s  tha t  came f rom outs ide  of  the  
movement ,  th i s  negat ive  por traya l  a l so  came f rom members  of  the  movement ,  o r  at  leas t  people  who 
c la imed to  be  members .  The  mos t  notable  example  of  th i s  was  Norman Mai le r ' s  a r t i c le  "The  White  
Negro ."  In  th is  a r t ic le ,  Mai ler ,  who ident if ied  h imse l f  as  a  hips te r ,  descr ibed  the  processes  tha t  had  
c rea ted  the  Beat  Genera t ion  and  the  psychology  of  the  average  member  of  the  genera t ion .  Mai le r ' s  
a rgument  was  tha t  Wor ld  War  II  and  the  dawn of  the  nuc lear  e ra  had  led  the  youth  who had  grown up  
dur ing  the  t ime to  turn  to  black  cu l ture  as  a  way to  escape  f rom the  conformis t  cu l ture  of  the  t ime and  the  
cons tan t  fear  of  ins tan t  annih i la t ion  by  the  State .  This  cu l ture  they  adopted,  c la imed Mai le r ,  was  one  of  
v io lence ,  n ih i l i sm,  and  rebe l l ion .  He  a l so  c la imed tha t  true  h ips te rs  were  ac tua l  psychopaths ;  obsessed  
wi th  dea th ,  v io lence ,  and  sex.  Mai le r ' s  rhe tor ica l  sk i ll  and  h is  assoc ia t ion  wi th  the  Beat  movement  he lped  
to  fur ther  perpe tua te  the  image  of  the  Beat  Genera t ion  as  one  ben t  upon  v io lence ,  an t i - soc ia l  behavior ,  
and  rebe l l ion .  This  image  that  the  Beats '  con tempora r ies ,  both  ou ts ide  of  and  with in  the  movement ,  
c rea ted ,  would  then  have  a  s ign i f icant  e f fec t  upon  futu re  scholarsh ip  about  the  movement .  
Most  modern  scholarsh ip  on  the  Beat  Genera t ion  focuses  la rge ly  upon  thi s  not ion  of  the  Beats  as  
an t i - soc ia l  and  negat ive  rebe ls .  This  scholarly  b ias  toward  the  Beat s  was  noted  in  S tephen  Pro thero ' s  1991  
ar t ic le  "On the  Holy  Road:  The  Beat  Movement  as  Spi r i tua l  Pro tes t , "  where  he  a t tempted  to  redef ine  the  
Beat  movement  as  no t  jus t  a  form of  soc ial  p ro tes t  but  a l so  as  a  sp i r i tua l  pro tes t .  In  the  beginning  of  h i s  
a r t ic le  he  descr ibed  how modern  day  scholars ,  when  examining  the  Beat  Genera t ion ,  t ended  to  focus  
upon  the  cr i t i c i sms  and  inte rpre ta t ions  of  the  Beats  that  were  of fered  dur ing  1950s  and  1960s .  Evidence  
of  th i s  can  be  seen  throughout  the  body of  Bea t  Genera t ion  scho larsh ip ,  such  as  in  T im Cresswel l ' s  
"Mobi l i ty  as  Resis tance :  A Geographica l  Reading  of  Jack  Kerouac ' s  'On  The  Road , ' "  where  he  descr ibed  
how the  Beats  used  travel  as  a  way to  rebe l  agains t  a  soc ie ty  and  set  of  va lues  that  they  found  
cons t r ic t ing .  This  a r t ic le ,  l ike  the  major i ty  o f  o ther  scholarsh ip  on  the  Beats ,  focused  on  the  Beats  as  
pro tes te r s  o r  rebe ls  who had  no  rea l  cause  o ther  than  escaping  the  conformis t  a tmosphere  of  pos twar  
Amer ica .  Another  a r t ic le  in  which  the  cons is ten t  port raya l  o f  the  Beat s  by  modern  scholars  as  an t i - soc ia l  
rebe l s  can  be  seen  is  in  L inda  McDowel l ' s  "Off  the  Road:  Al te rna t ive  Views  of  Rebel ion ,  Resi s tance  and  
'The  Beats . ' "  In  th i s  a r t ic le  McDowel l  examined  the  Beat  movement ,  wi th  par t icu lar  emphas is  on  Jack  
Kerouac ' s  nove l  On the  Road ,  f rom a  feminis t  perspec t ive  and,  l ike  the  cr i t i cs  o f  pos twar  Amer ica  and  
most  modern  scholars ,  port rayed  the  Beats  as  rebe ls  who used  behaviors  l ike  t rave l l ing  and  sex  as  a  
means  of  res i s tance  agains t  bas ic  soc ieta l  concepts  of  the  t ime,  such  as  marr iage  and  fami ly  l i fe .  By  
examining  these  ar t ic les  and  o thers  l ike  them,  i t  can  be  seen  tha t  the  concept ion  of  the  Beats  as  rebe ls  
aga ins t  the  conven t iona l  pos twar  socie ty  of  the  per iod  led  to  the  movement  be ing  typecas t  and  as  a  resu l t  
scholarsh ip  has  ra re ly  looked  pas t  the  bas ic  t ene t s  of  th i s  concept ion .  
In  "On the  Holy  Road"  S tephen  Pro thero  d id  recognize  th i s  scholarly  b ias  and  at t empted  to  move  pas t  i t  by  
examining  what  the  Beats  ac tua l ly  wro te .  In  do ing  th is  he  recognized  tha t  sp ir i tua l i ty  p layed  an  impor tan t  
ro le  in  the  Bea t  movement  and  developed  a  new in te rpre ta t ion  of  the  Beats .  His  in te rpre ta t ion  of  the  Beat  
Genera t ion  presen ted  a  un ique  v iew of  the  Beats  a s  more  than  jus t  a  movement  aga ins t  socie ty  bu t  ra ther  
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as a movement attempting to achieve something more. Prothero's belief was that the Beats represented a 
form of religious and spiritual protest against the spiritual norms of the day. McDowell's article also 
recognized the existence of spirituality within the Beat movement and argued that it was a form of inner 
rebellion, though this was only ancillary to her larger argument. In fact, almost every article written about 
the Beats, both during their era and in the modern day, reference the Beat movement's emphasis on 
spirituality. However, all of these sources, including Prothero's article, put the spirituality of the Beats into 
the context of protest against contemporary society. 
The members of the Beat Generation were well aware of this negative rebellious narrative that 
was created for them and they were largely disgusted by it. In their opinion, the charges leveled against 
them by critics of the time were generally inaccurate and did not properly address the goals of their 
movement. This can be seen throughout the writings of prominent Beats like Jack Kerouac and Allen 
Ginsberg in both their published and unpublished writings. For instance, in regards to the belief that the 
Beats were nihilists both Kerouac and Ginsberg emphatically denied any association with nihilism in both 
t publlc and private writings- Kerouac's article "Lamb, No Lion," he dismissed the critics of the day 
who believed that the Beats espoused "nutty nihilism in the guise of new hipness" and instead argued that 
the Beats were going to be a generation led by spirituality and the desire to do good in the world. 
Likewise, in a letter that Ginsberg wrote to his aunt, Hannah Litzky, in 1958 he accused the media of 
"writing silly college debate society arguments....attacking us for nihilism." In this letter and in many 
others that Ginsberg wrote it can be seen that people actually within the Beat movement wanted 
absolutely nothing to do with nihilism and, in fact, wanted something radically different from nihilism. 
As for the even more popular allegation that the Beats were anti-social rebels who despised 
contemporary American society and stood for nothing, the Beats again denied such claims in their 
writings, at least partially. In Kerouac's 1959 Playboy article "Beatific: The Origins of the Beat Generation," 
he lamented how the media portrayed the Beats as being against society, focusing specifically upon a 
television interview he had done in which the host attempted to have him "speak out my mind against 
people." In the article, Kerouac explained how that was never his intent and that he embraced all aspects 
of the world. Instead he claimed that he wished to "speak for things." Similarly, Ginsberg, in multiple 
etters to the critic Richard Eberhart, expressed his distaste for how his writings had been misinterpreted 
as negative, anti-social and rebellious. In one letter, in which Ginsberg attacked Eberhart's analysis of his 
poem "Howl," Ginsberg stated that the poem was not "a negative howl of protest" but rather "an act of 
sympathy, not rejection." In a separate letter that was also aimed at Eberhart's negative criticism he 
stated explicitly "I'm not a social protest poet" and "I've mainly not been at war with the society." From 
these letters it can be seen that Ginsberg certainly had no intention of leading a negative rebellion against 
The charge that the Beats were actually against conventional American society in general is itself 
at least somewhat incorrect. The fact that the Beats lived lifestyles very different from the societal norms 
of the day cannot be denied, nor can the fact that in their writings they often expressed dissatisfaction 
with aspects of conventional culture. In Kerouac's novel The Dharma Bums he repeatedly stated his belief 
that the ideal suburban life in postwar America was one of repression and boredom that he did not want 
to partake in. Ginsberg's dissatisfaction with conventional culture can been seen in his journals, where in 
several poems he discussed many of the problems he saw in the world, most of which involved the 
militarism and materialism of the period. The Beat poet Gregory Corso also displayed antipathy towards 
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American society in his poems "Bomb," "Power," and "Army," which, like Ginsberg's poems, criticized the 
militarism and materialism of the time. However, not all of the Beats writing about contemporary society 
were negative. 
For one, the Beats, while acknowledging that they did not desire to partake in the cultural norms of 
the era expressed an acceptance of them and a willingness to coexist with the society that they personally 
disliked. The writings of Kerouac illustrate this acceptance of, or at least indifference to, conventional 
society. In his article "About the Beat Generation," he stated that the Beat Generation was indifferent to 
"things that are Caesar's," paraphrasing the Bible in reference to the United States government and 
traditional societal values, while he even went so far as to say that the Beat movement's aims were in 
harmony with the religious revivalism of evangelist Billy Graham. He continued this parallel between Billy 
Graham's movement and his own in "Lamb, No Lion," where he counted Graham's disciples as members 
of the Beat Generation. This is significant, as the mainstream Protestant evangelism of Graham would 
seem to be incompatible with the image of the negative social rebels that had been commonly created for 
Beats at the time. 
Kerouac continued to demonstrate his acceptance of American societal norms in his Playboy article 
when he expressed his vehement opposition to how he was being used as a symbol in a protest against 
baseball. In the article, Kerouac wholeheartedly expressed his love of baseball and even revealed his 
childhood desire to be a major league baseball player. Gregory Corso also expressed his love for baseball 
in his poem "Power," in fact drawing upon the same player, Ted Williams, as a s ymbol. This devotion to 
"the national pastime" by the Beats should not be discounted, as it can be seen in Kerouac's article that 
baseball was powerful symbol of conventional American social norms and values at the time. This fealty to 
the game shows that the Beats actually embraced certain parts of traditional American culture. 
A final way in which the Beats showed that they were not completely rebelling against American society 
was the yearning of many of the Beats to settle down. While it was clear that traditional suburban life was 
not the intent of the Beats, they did envision creating families and buying homes like typical Americans. 
McDowell noted this desire in her article, where she pointed out that prominent Beats like Kerouac and 
Neal Cassady married, had children, worked full time jobs, and bought houses. It can also be seen 
throughout the letters and journals of Kerouac and Ginsberg, which contain numerous accounts of them 
attempting to cultivate relationships and find places to live permanently. This is especially prominent in 
the writings of Kerouac, which are full of Kerouac's accounts of how he attempted to find a place where 
he and his mother could permanently reside and live an idealized "American" life. This apparent desire to 
settle down amongst the Beats further illustrates how they were not nearly as hostile to conventional 
American culture as their contemporary critics and modern historians portray them to be. 
If the Beats were not the negative, violent, anti-social rebels that they have so frequently been 
portrayed as, what exactly were the Beats? Stephen Prothero's depiction of the Beat movement as a f orm 
of spiritual protest identified the importance of spirituality within the movement. Almost every other 
major scholar of the Beats also recognized the importance of spirituality within the movement but 
dismissed it as either another form of rebellion or misguided and childish. This, however, was a major 
mistake on the part of these scholars and examining the writings of the Beats can clearly illustrate this 
fact. While most contemporaries of the Beats and subsequent scholars have portrayed the Beat 
movement as one of violence, social rebellion, and negativism it was in fact a spiritual movement that 
focused upon the holiness of individual experience. 
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Viewed f rom the  t rad i tional  s tandpoin t  tha t  the  Beats  were  nega t ive ,  an t i soc ia l  rebe ls ,  the  c la im 
tha t  the  Beat  Genera t ion  was  ac tua l ly  a  sp i r i tua l  movement  seems inappropr ia te .  However ,  th i s  
t rad i t iona l  por t raya l  of  the  Beat s  i s  l a rge ly  incorrec t  and  the  resu l t  o f  thei r  mis in te rpre ta t ion  by  thei r  
contemporar ies .  When the  wr i tings  of  the  Beats  a re  proper ly  examined  i t  can  be  seen  tha t  the re  was  a  
t r emendous  amount  of  genuine  and  sincere  sp i r i tual i ty  found  wi thin  the  movement  and  there  i s  a  g rea t  
dea l  of  ev idence  tha t  the  goa l  o f  the  movement ' s  key  f igures ,  Ginsbe rg  and  Kerouac ,  as  wel l  a s  lesser  
known Beats  l ike  Gary  Snyder ,  Phi l lip  Whalen ,  Gregory  Corso ,  and  Neal  Cassady  was  to  crea t e  a  sor t  o f  
sp i r i tua l  movement  in  the  Uni ted  S ta tes .  In  fac t ,  Kerouac  repea ted ly  and  spec i f ica l ly  c la imed tha t  the  Beat  
Genera t ion  was  a  sp i r i tual  movement  in  both  h is  publ ic  and  pr iva te  wr i t ings .  Others ,  mos t  no tab ly  
Ginsberg ,  echoed  th is  c la im in  thei r  own wr i tings .  Of  course ,  the  Beats '  c la im tha t  they  were  a  sp ir i tua l  
movement  was  not  enough to  have  made  them one .  However ,  the  o ther  wr i t ings  of  the  Beats ,  in  addit ion  
to  these  bla tan t  c la ims ,  p rovide  a  subs tan t ia l  amount  of  ev idence  that  they  were  indeed  a  spi r i tua l  
movement  wi th  spec i fic  sp i r i tua l  goa ls  in  a  var iety  of  ways .  
Before  examining  the  various  aspec t s  of  what  made  the  Beat  Genera t ion  a  sp i r i tua l  movement ,  i t  
mus t  f i r s t  be  dete rmined  who exac t ly  const i tu ted  the  Beat  Genera t ion.  Contemporar i es  of  the  Beats  l ike  
Carol ine  Bi rd  and  Norman Mai le r  l ikened  the  Beat s  in  1957  to  the  h ips te rs  of  the  1940s  and  1950s .  This  
assoc ia t ion  was  par t ia l ly  jus t i f ied ,  a s  the  Beats  and  hips te r s  in terac ted  c lose ly  wi th  each  other  due  to  the i r  
a f f in i t i es  fo r  bebop  jazz  and  mar i juana .  In  "The  Or ig ins  o f  the  Beat  Genera t ion ,"  Kerouac  acknowledged  
tha t  the  hips te r s  la rge ly  in f luenced  the  Bea ts  bu t  he  a l so  es tabl i shed  tha t  whi le  the  Beats  had  go t ten  some 
of  the i r  in i t i a l  ideas  f rom the  h ips te rs  they  had  broken  away f rom them to  form the i r  own movement  
a round 1948.  In  tha t  year ,  Kerouac  ident i fied  the  Beat  Genera t ion  as  beginn ing  to  take  shape  when the  
h ips te rs  sp l i t  in to  two groups ,  the  "cool  and  hot"  h ips te rs .  The  Beats ,  he  c la imed,  deve loped  f rom the  hot  
h ips te r s ,  who l i s tened  to  up- tempo jazz  rather  than  the  cool  jazz  o f  Mi les  Davis  and  went  " f rom bar  to  bar ,  
pad  to  pad  looking  for  everybody,  shout ing ,  res tless ,  lushy ,  t ry ing  to  'make  i t . ' "  Pro thero  ident i f ied  a  
s imi la r  sp l i t  among the  Beats  in to  a  more  nega t ive  group ,  which  he  re fe r red  to  as  the  "bea t  down,"  and  a  
more  pos i t ive ,  sp i r i tua l ly  o r ien ted  group,  which  he  re fe r red  to  as  "bea t i f ic . "  I t  was  these  "hot"  h ips te r s  o r  
"bea t i f ic"  Bea ts  tha t  deve loped  into  the  sp i r i tual  movement  tha t  thi s  essay  addresses .  
This  sp i r i tua l  Beat  movement  tha t  deve loped  fo l lowing  the  sp l i t  o f  the  h ips te rs  in  1948  cont inued  
undis turbed  for  about  a  decade ,  when  the  two most  in f luent ial  works  of  Bea t  l i te ra ture  were  publ i shed ,  
Ginsberg ' s  poem "Howl"  and  Kerouac ' s  nove l  On the  Road .  Wi th  these  two works '  publ ica t ions  in  1956  
and  1957 respec t ive ly ,  the  Beat  movement  exploded  on to  the  scene  of  Amer ican  cu l tu re ,  d rawing  a  whole  
new wave  of  people .  This  massive  inf lux  of  new "Beat s"  caused  ye t  another  sp l i t  wi th in  the  movement .  On 
one  s ide  of  th i s  sp l i t  were  the  Beat s  who in te rpre ted  the  wr i t ings  of  Kerouac  and  Ginsbe rg  as  an  ac t  of  
rebe l l ion  and  nega t ivi sm,  much l ike  the  cr i t i cs  o f  the  day.  These  were  the  Beats  tha t  Norman Mai le r  
descr ibed  in  " the  Whi te  Negro"  and  tha t  he  ident i f ied  wi th .  This  g roup  brought  wi th  i t  rad ica l  l e f ti s t  
po l i t i cs  and  the  soc ia l  negat iv i sm tha t  would  come to  s te reo type  the  Beat  genera t ion  for  decades  to  come.  
However ,  these  Beats ,  o r  bea tn iks  as  Kerouac  and  Ginsberg  deroga tor i ly  ca l led  them,  misiden t i f ied  the  
purpose  of  the  Beats '  wr i tings  and  were  v iewed la rgely  as  pre tenders  to  the  c la im of  be ing  ac tua l  
members  of  the  Beat  movement  by  those  who had  been  in  the  sp i r i tua l  movement  for  the  pas t  decade .  
For  ins tance ,  in  a  1958  let te r  f rom Kerouac  to  Ginsberg ,  he  expl ic i t ly  expressed  h is  d i s tas te  for  Mai le r  and  
h is  new in te rpre ta t ion  of  the  Beat  Genera t ion  while  a l so  ques t ion ing  whether  o r  no t  Mai le r  could  even  be  
counted  as  a  true  Bea t .  Instead  Kerouac  be lieved  tha t  Mai le r  had  la tched  on to  the  movement  and  was  
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pos ing  as  a  Beat  fo r  h i s  own benef i t .  In  a  d if feren t  l e t te r  to  an  ins t ruc to r  a t  Carneg ie  Tech ,  Kerouac  
c la imed tha t  the  bea tn iks  were  des t roy ing  the  Beats '  v i s ion  and  tha t  they  were  at tempt ing  to  h i jack  the  
en t i re  beat  movement  wi th  d i ss ident  in tel lec tua l i sm and  an t i -Amer ican ism.  These  beatn iks ,  whi le  poss ib ly  
forming  thei r  own separa te  movement ,  were  no t  members  of  the  sp i r i tual  movement  tha t  was  the  Beat  
Genera t ion  of  Jack  Kerouac  and  Al len  Ginsberg .  Ins t ead  the  t rue  Beats  were  those  who cont inued  the  
"bea t i f ic"  and  spi r i tua l  v i s ion  of  the  "hot"  h ips te rs .  
Wi th  th i s  def ini t ion  of  who the  Beat s  tha t  cons t i tu ted  the  sp i r i tua l  movement  were  es tab l i shed ,  the  exac t  
ways  in  which  the  Beat  Genera t ion  was  a  sp i r itua l  movement  can  be  examined .  The  f i r s t  aspec t  of  the  
Beat  movement  tha t  mus t  be  examined  then  is  the  t remendous  amount  of  sp i r i tua li ty  that  was  presen t  
wi th in  the  movement .  Throughout  the  pr iva te  and  publ ic  wr i t ings  of  the  Beats ,  re l ig ious  and  sp i r itua l  
images  were  a lmos t  constan t ly  presen t .  In  Kerouac ' s  journa ls  and  le t te rs  he  f requen t ly  ment ioned  how he  
regular ly  p rayed  and  a l so  f requent ly  invoked  the  teach ings  of  the  New Tes tament .  S imi la r ly ,  Ginsberg  
made  f requent  re fe rences  to  God and  re l ig ious  imagery  wi th in  h i s  journa ls  and  let te r s .  In  these  wr i t ings  
they  a l so  d i scussed  the i r  persona l  s tudy  of  rel ig ious  and  sp i r i tua l  concepts ,  such  as  when  Ginsberg  wro te  
to  Wil l iam S .  Burroughs  abou t  h is  s tudying  of  Zen  Buddhism.  
Some of  the  f inest  examples  of  the  la ten t  sp i r i tua l i ty  found  wi th in  the  Beat  Genera t ion ,  though,  
were  wr it ten  in  Kerouac ' s  a r t ic les  of  the  late  1950s  in  which  he  a ttempted  to  explain  the  mot ives  of  the  
Beats .  He  expressed  h is  own sp i r i tua l i ty  in  "The  Or ig ins  of  the  Beats , "  where ,  a fte r  s tat ing  that  he  didn ' t  
want  to  be  a  symbol  of  nega t iv i sm,  he  c la imed:  
I want  to  speak  for  th ings,  fo r  the  cruc i f ix  I  speak  out ,  fo r  the  Star  of  I s rae l  I  speak  out ,  fo r  the  d iv ines t  man 
who was  a  German (Bach)  I speak  out ,  fo r  swee t  Mohammed I speak  out ,  fo r  Buddha  I speak  out ,  fo r  Lao-
t se  and  Chuang- t se  I speak  out ,  fo r  D.  T .  Suzuki  I speak  out .. .  
From th i s  s ta tement  i t  can  be  seen  tha t  Kerouac  was  quite  re lig ious  and  had  spen t  a  fa i r ly  decent  amount  
of  e f for t  examining  a  wide  varie ty  of  re l ig ions  and  phi losophies .  I t  a l so  shows h is  ded ica t ion  to  spreading  
the  grea te r  sp i r i tua l  meanings  of  these  re l ig ions  and  phi losophies .  However ,  th i s  s tatemen t  of  ind iv idua l  
sp i r i tua l i ty  d id  not  necessar i ly  show tha t  the  res t  o f  the  Beat  Genera t ion  was  as  sp i r i tua l ly  inc l ined  as  
Kerouac .  Kerouac  provided  th is  ev idence  in  h i s  a r t i c le  "Lamb,  No Lion ,"  where  he  c la imed tha t  the  
members  of  h i s  genera t ion  talked  more  abou t  i s sues  of  sp i r i tua l i ty  than  any  other  genera t ion  of  peop le  he  
had  encountered .  He  made  sure  to  no te  tha t  thi s  s tatement  a l so  d id  no t  ex tend  merely  to  the  in te l lec tua ls  
of  h i s  genera t ion ,  but  to  a l l  o f  i t s  members .  This  s tatement  shows tha t  sp i ri tua l i ty  wi th in  the  Beat  
Genera t ion  was  no t  jus t  a  fea ture  of  the  movement ' s  in te l lec tua l  e l it es  bu t  was  pervas ive  throughout  the  
en t i re ty  of  the  movement .  
Fur ther  ev idence  of  the  bas ic  inheren t  sp i r i tua l i ty  found  wi th in  the  Beat  movement  can  aga in  be  
seen  in  the  journa ls  and  le t te r s  of  Kerouac  and  Ginsberg  when  they  d iscussed  how o ther  members  of  the  
Beat  Genera t ion  were  a f fec ted  by  sp i r i tua l i ty .  Ginsberg  wro te  the  mos t  notable  instances  of  th i s  in  h i s  
l e t te rs ,  in  which  he  d iscussed  wi th  other  members  of  the  Beat  Genera t ion  or  h is  fami ly  members  what  the  
o ther  Beats  were  doing  sp i r i tua l ly .  In  one  let te r  to  Neal  Cassady ,  Ginsberg  d iscussed  how thei r  mutua l  
f r iend  Phi l l ip  Lamant ia  had  become engrossed  wi th  caba l i s t ic  mys t ici sm,  while  in  another  to  the  Beat  a r t i st  
Rober t  LaVigne  he  ment ioned  how Wil l iam S .  Burroughs  and  Pe ter  Or lovsky  were  s tudying  the  Koran . ,  His  
mos t  t e l l ing  le t te r ,  however ,  was  one  he  wrote  to  h is  b rother  Louis  in  which  he  s ta ted  tha t  everyone  in  the  
Beat  movement  e i the r  seemed to  be  going  c razy  or  tu rn ing  to  re l ig ion  and  d iscussed  spec i f ica l ly  Cassady ,  
8 
Kerouac ,  and  Burroughs '  var ious  tu rns  towards  sp i r i tua l i ty .  These  accounts  by  Ginsberg  a re  further  proof  
tha t  the  Beat  movement  was  one  tha t  con ta ined  a  grea t  deal  of  deep- roo ted  sp i r i tual i ty ,  a s  they  show 
tha t  the  members  of  the  Beat  Genera t ion  were  on  a  near  constan t  ques t  for  sp i r itua l  fu l f i l lment  and  
unders tanding .  
This  l a ten t  sp i r i tua l i ty  found  wi th in  the  members  of  the  Beat  Genera t ion  p layed  an  impor tan t  par t  
in  lay ing  the  founda t ion  of  what  g rew in to  the  sp i r i tua l  movement  tha t  was  the  Beat  Genera t ion .  The  next  
c ruc ia l  fac tor  in  what  made  the  Beat  Genera t ion  a  sp i r i tua l  movement  was  the  Beats '  v i s ion  of  themselves  
as  leaders  o r  prophet s  of  a  grea ter  sp i r i tua l  awakening  in  the  Uni ted  S ta tes .  This  be l ie f  was  qu ite  
f requent ly  ment ioned  in  the  wr i t ings  of  Kerouac  and  Ginsberg .  Kerouac ' s  concept ion  of  h imsel f  as  a  sor t  o f  
t eacher ,  meant  to  spread  a  sp i r i tua l  message ,  can  be  seen  in  a  l et ter  he  wrote  to  Ginsberg  in  which  he  
s ta ted  h is  goa l  o f  t rave l ing  the  count ry  spreading  h is  sp i r i tual  message ,  much l ike  Buddha .  Kerouac  
echoed  th i s  in  h i s  nove l  The  Dharma Bums when Ray Smi th ,  the  charac ter  mode led  a fte r  Kerouac ,  came to  
the  rea l iza t ion  tha t  he  mus t  t each  others  abou t  how to  reach  "the  road  to  Heaven ."  This  shows  that  
Kerouac  had  a  sincere  des i re  to  spread  h is  sp i r i tua l  message  to  a  wide  audience  of  people .  As  for  Ginsberg ,  
in  h i s  journals  he  at  one  t ime s tated  tha t  he  was  es tab l i sh ing  th rough h is  work  a  "Church  of  Poe t ry . "  In  a  
separa te  journa l  en t ry  he  exc laimed tha t  through h is  work  and  effor t s  that  he  was  "on  the  Bat t le f ie ld  for  
my Lord ."  These  journal  en t ries  show tha t  Ginsberg  a lso  had  a  des i re  to  spread  h is  sp i r i tua l  message  
th roughout  the  Uni ted  S tates .  Through wr i t ings  l ike  these  i t  i s  i l lus t ra ted  tha t  the  Beats  had  the  spec i f ic  
and  s incere  goa l  to  spread  a  sp i ri tua l  message,  a  goa l  shared  by  o ther  re l ig ious  and  sp i r itua l  movements .  
The  Beats '  main  way of  spreading  th i s  message  in  the i r  be l ie f  was  th rough wr i t ing ,  in  which  they  
a l so  found  a  great  amount  of  sp i r i tua l  s ign i f icance .  In  fac t ,  wr i t ing  se rved  as  another  impor tant  aspect  of  
the  Beats '  sp i r i tua l  movement  and  served  as  fur the r  proof  of  the  Beats  sp i r i tua l i ty .  Again ,  the  ev idence  for  
th i s  can  be  seen  wi th in  the  wr i tings  of  the  Beats .  Ginsberg  f requent ly  wrote  in  h i s  journa ls  tha t  the  act  of  
wr i t ing  poe t ry  was  for  h im a  holy  act  and  in  one  ent ry  f rom 1954 in  Mexico  he  c la imed tha t  wr i t ing  was  a  
d iv ine  g i ft  f rom God.  Kerouac  shared  s imi la r  thoughts  abou t  the  d iv in i ty  o f  wr i t ing .  He  i l lus t ra ted  th is  in  a  
le t te r  to  h is  ed i tor ,  Malco lm Cowley ,  which  he  ended  wi th  a  quote  f rom the  Gospe l  o f  Mark  tha t  impl ied  
tha t  he  be l ieved  tha t  the  Holy  Spi r i t  spoke  through h is  wr i t ing  and  moved  h im to  wri te .  This  sen t iment  
tha t  by  wr i t ing  he  was  doing  God' s  work  was  even  more  c lear ly  expla ined  by  Kerouac  in  a  l et te r  to  the  
no ted  Beat  poe t  and  publ i sher ,  Lawrence  Fer l inghe t t i .  In  th is  l e t te r  Kerouac  s t a ted  tha t  i t  was  God who 
drove  h im to  wr i te  and  had  caused  h im to  wr i te  every  word  of  h is  poem "Rimbaud"  exac t ly  as  he  had ,  
inc lud ing  an  improper  word  choice  and  the  poem's  unconvent iona l  a rrangement .  I t  was  h is  f i rm bel ie f  tha t  
wr i t ing  was  what  God had  cal led  h im to  do  and  was  an  impor tan t  way  of  d i scover ing  impor tan t  sp i r i tua l  
t ru ths .  Gregory  Corso  echoed  th i s  in  h i s  poem "Notes  Af te r  Blacking  Out ,"  in  which  he  s tated  tha t  wr i t ing  
poe t ry  was  the  vehic le  that  could  a l low a  person  to  f ind  "an  answer"  and  eventua l ly  a t ta in  some form of  
sp i r i tua l  en l ightenment .  Kerouac  even  went  so  fa r  in  h i s  journa l  as  to  sta te  tha t  he  be l ieved  tha t  he ,  o r  
another  Bea t ,  could  poten t ia l ly  wri te  a  nove l  tha t  one  day  could  exceed  the  New Tes tament  in  sp i r i tua l  
meaning  i f  they  t r ied  hard  enough.  These  be l ie fs  in  the  hol iness  o f  wr i t ing  by  the  major  Bea ts  i s  espec ia l ly  
impor tan t  because  in  addi t ion  to  be ing  a  soc ia l  and  sp i r i tua l  movement  the  Beat  Genera t ion  was  a  li t e ra ry  
movement .  I t  was  through l it e ra ture  that  the  Beats  pr imar i ly  a ttempted  to  spread  the i r  message  and  
connected  to  a  la rger  audience  than  themse lves .  This  emphas is  on  wri t ing ' s  sacredness ,  therefore ,  shows  
tha t  the  message  they  were  a t tempt ing  to  spread  through the i r  wr it ing  was  meant  to  be  a  powerfu l  and  
pos i t ive  sp i r i tua l  message  ra ther  than  the  nega t ive ,  an t i soc ial  message  that  the  Beats  were  of t en  accused  
of  a ttempt ing  to  spread .  
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What  was  th i s  pos it ive  sp i r i tual  message  tha t  the  Beats  were  at tempt ing  to  spread  through the i r  
l i t e ra ture  and  the i r  ac tions?  Cr i t ics  o f  the  t ime  of ten  c la imed tha t  they  had  no  message  or  were  negat ive ly  
opposed  to  Amer ican  soc ie ty .  One  such  contemporary  cr i t i c ,  James  F.  Scot t ,  be l ieved  tha t  the  message  
they  spread  was  one  of  permanent  immatu r i ty  and  the  re fusa l  to  accept  respons ib i l i ty  in  l i fe .  When the  
wr i t ings  of  the  Beats  a re  examined ,  however ,  the i r  p rimary  message  becomes  qui te  apparent  and  i s  
revea led  to  be  ra ther  d i f feren t  f rom the  one  tha t  con tempora ry  cr i t i cs  and  modern  scholars  c laimed they  
represen ted .  The  Beats '  message  was  tha t  through ind iv idua l  exper ience  and  l iv ing  an  independent  l i fe  
one  could  eventua l ly  come to  a  be t te r  unders tanding  of  the  myste r ies  of  l i fe  and  sp i r i tual  t ru ths .  What  
cr i t i cs  and  modern  scholars  o f ten  miscons t rued  as  a  rebel l ion  aga ins t  socie ty  was ,  in  fac t ,  the  Beats '  
a t t empt  to  l ive  l i fe  by  the i r  own terms  and  a t t a in  some form of  sp i r i tua l  en l ightenment .  
Perhaps  the  f ines t  and  mos t  evoca t ive  express ion  of  th i s  be l ief  tha t  exper ienc ing  as  much as  poss ib le  and  
l iv ing  a  l i fe  based  on  one ' s  own des i res  was  the  way to  d iscover ing  e terna l  t ru ths  was  a  persona l  promise  
wr i t ten  by  Kerouac  in  h i s  journa l  in  whic h  he  s tated :  
I p romise  I sha l l  never  g ive  up ,  and  tha t  I 'l l  d i e  ye l l ing  and  laughing .  And tha t  unt i l  then  I ' ll  rush  a r ound th i s  
wor ld  tha t  I i ns i s t  i s  ho ly  and  pul l  at  everyone ' s  lape l  and  make  them confess  to  me and  to  a l l .  
This  way  I 'l l  r ea l ly  f ind  someth ing  ou t  in  t ime .  
This  p romise  to  h imse l f  revea led  a  great  deal  abou t  Kerouac ' s  personal  sp i r i tua l  ph ilosophy and  the  
phi losophy of  the  Beat s  as  a  whole .  The  f i r s t  sen tence  of  the  promise  i l lus t ra ted  Kerouac ' s  des ire  to  l ive  
l i fe  on  h is  own te rms ,  as  he  s tated  a  des i re  to  do  the  th ings  tha t  he  en joyed  and  never  compromise  on  
those  pr inc ip les .  Instead  he  vowed to  d ie  before  he  sacr i f iced  h i s  persona l  pr inc ip les .  In  the  promise ' s  
second  sentence  he  expressed  the  Beats '  sp i r i tua l  ph i losophy in  many ways.  For  one  he  showed that  
inheren t  Bea t  be l ie f  tha t  there  was  a  holy  meaning  to  l i fe  and  ex is tence  wi th  h i s  ins i stence  tha t  the  world  
was  holy .  This  shows  tha t  Kerouac  be l ieved  in  a  sp i r i tua l  s ign i f icance  to  h is  exper iences  and  the  l i fe  he  
in tended  to  l ive.  This  same sen t iment  could  be  found  in  the  wr it ings  of  other  no tab le  Beats ,  such  as  Al len  
Ginsberg .  In  h i s  poem "Footno te  to  Howl"  he  expressed  th is  be l ie f  in  the  hol iness  of  the  wor ld  and  l i fe  fo r  
the  en t i re ty  of  the  poem.  In  fac t  the  ent i re  poem is  a  long  and  emot ive  l i s t  o f  how the  world  and  l i fe  in  
genera l  i s  the  epi tome of  ho l iness ,  which  he  h ighl igh ted  wi th  the  cons tan t  repe t i t ion  of  the  word  holy  and  
s ta t ements  tha t  even  re la t ive ly  mundane  face t s  of  l ife  and  the  wor ld ,  such  as  the  nose  and  Peroia ,  I l l ino i s ,  
were  ful l  o f  ho l iness .  This  ins i stence  tha t  l i fe  and  the  wor ld  were  holy  was  a  c ruc ia l  face t  in  the  sp i r i tua l  
message  that  the  Beats  were  a ttempt ing  to  spread  wi th  the i r  movement .  The  second sen tence  of  
Kerouac ' s  p romise ,  though,  revea led  even  more  abou t  the  Beats '  sp i r i tua l  message  than  s imply  th i s  
reverence  for  the  world  and  l i fe .  It  a l so  revea led  the  Beats '  emphas is  on  the  impor tance  of  experienc ing  as  
much as  poss ib le  in  l i fe .  In  the  promise  Kerouac  s tated  tha t  he  would  " rush  a round the  wor ld"  and  
exper ience  as  much as  he  could  wi th  as  many people  as  he  could ,  ge t ting  them to  "confess"  to  h im.  This  
showed an  insi s tence  again  upon  l iv ing  l i fe  by  one ' s  own terms  but  a l so  s tressed  the  impor tance  of  ga in ing  
unders tanding  th rough exper ience .  Ul t imate ly ,  the  goa l  o f  these  intense  persona l  exper iences  was  to  ga in  
a  be t te r  unders tanding  of  g rea te r  sp i r itua l  t ruths .  Kerouac  expressed  th is  be l ie f  tha t  persona l  exper ience  
led  to  personal  en ligh tenment  in  the  f ina l  sentence  of  h i s  p romise ,  where  he  s tated  tha t  af te r  he  had  l ived  
the  l ife  he  desi red  wi thout  compromise  and  exper ienced  enough in  l i fe  he  would  eventua l ly  come to  
discover  " someth ing ."  This  someth ing  tha t  Kerouac  longed  to  d iscover  was  unknown to  h im b ut  he  
be l ieved  tha t  i t  was  d iv ine  o r  impor tan t  in  some way.  
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This  be l ie f  that  there  was  grea te r  t ruth  or  meaning  to  l i fe  was  shared  by  h is  fe l low Beats  l ike  
Ginsbe rg  and  Corso ,  as  was  h is  be l ie f  tha t  the  way to  a t ta in  thi s  was  to  exper ience  as  much in  l i fe  a s  
poss ib le .  Corso ' s  be l ie f  in  th i s  ho l iness  of  personal  exper ience  and  i t s  u lt imate  resu l t  in  f ind ing  a  higher  
meaning  in  li fe  was  expressed  in  "Notes  Af te r  Blacking  Out / '  the  f i r s t  poem in  h i s  1960  co l lec t ion  The  
Happy Bi r thday  of  Death .  In  th i s  poem,  Corso  ins i s ted  upon  the  exis tence  of  " the  answer ,"  which  was  the  
same concep t  as  Kerouac ' s  myste r ious  and  sacred  "someth ing ."  Like  Kerouac,  Corso  s tated  tha t  the  way 
to  f ind  thi s  d iv ine  t ruth  was  through a  l i fe t ime of  exper iences  and  i t  was  through l iv ing  a  l i fe  ded ica ted  to  
what  one  loved ,  in  h i s  case  poe try ,  tha t  a  person  could  proper ly  pursue  th is  t ru th .  Ginsbe rg  a l so  i l lus t ra ted  
th i s  be l ie f  in  Howl ,"  th roughout  which  he  g lor i f ied  a  p lethora  of  exper iences ,  some mundane  and  o thers  
ex t raord inary ,  tha t  i llus t ra ted  l iv ing  a  l i fe  on  one ' s  own terms  and  get t ing  as  much f rom l i fe  a s  poss ib le  
was  a  way to  try  to  form some kind  of  unders tanding  of  a  more  profound and  d iv ine  t ru th .  This ,  Ginsbe rg  
c la imed in  Howl ,  was  what  the  Beats  were  doing  as  a  whole  and  was  the  essence  of  thei r  movement .  
The  members  of  the  Beat  movement ,  while  emphas iz ing  th i s  f ree  and  independent  l i fes ty le  o f  
d iv ine  personal  exper ience ,  d id  of  course  have  theor ies  about  the  bes t  ways  to  go  about  maximiz ing  the  
hol iness  of  thei r  exper ience  in  l ife  and  they  wro te  a  cons iderab le  amount  about  these  prac t ices  that  they  
be l ieved  would  br ing  them c loser  to  spi r i tua l  enl igh tenment .  These  holy  exper iences  emphas ized  by  the  
Bea ts  were  wr i t ing ,  t rave l ,  the  consumpt ion  of  d rugs,  l i s ten ing  to  bebop jazz ,  and  the  prac t ice  of  eastern  
re l ig ion ,  p r imar i ly  Buddhism.  These  exper iences ,  which  were  so  impor tan t  to  the  Beats  and  d iscussed  so  
f requent ly  in  the i r  wr i t ings ,  were  al so  the  ones  tha t  were  not iced  by  the i r  contemporary  cr i t i cs  and  
modern  scholars .  These  cr i t i cs  and  schola rs  pa id  l i t t l e  a t ten t ion  though to  the  Beats '  ac tua l  reasoning  
behind  why they  par took  in  these  ac t iv i t i es  and  ins tead  read  them as  ac ts  of  rebe l l ion  agains t  the  
convent iona l ,  conserva t ive  socie ty  of  pos twar  Amer ica .  This  in terpre ta t ion  of  the  Beats '  ac t iv i ty ,  however ,  
d id  no t  take  in to  accoun t  what  the  Bea ts  ac tua l ly  sa id  about  the  purposes  of  the ir  movement  and  only  
se rved  to  advance  the  nar ra t ive  that  the  Beats  were  rebe ls .  The  wr i t ings  of  the  notable  Bea ts  revealed  
tha t  a l l  o f  these  act ions  were  done  in  pursuance  of  g rea te r  sp i r i tua l  meaning  ra ther  than  as  a  means  of  
d i sp lay ing  the ir  contempt  for  soc ie ty .  
Poss ib ly  the  mos t  impor tan t  way  the  Beats  bel ieved  one  could  maximize  exper ience  and  ge t  c loser  
to  at ta in ing  en l igh tenment  was  th rough t rave l ing .  The  persona l  wr i tings  of  notable  Bea ts  l ike  Al len  
Ginsberg  revea l  an  extens ive  amount  of  t rave l  by  the  Beats ,  wi th  Ginsberg  wr i t ing  let te rs  and  journa l  
en t r ies  in  such  diverse  p laces  as  Venice,  San  Franc isco ,  Morocco ,  New York  Ci ty ,  Par i s ,  Peru ,  Alaska ,  I s rae l ,  
and  India .  L ikewise ,  in  Kero uac ' s  The  Dharma Bums,  he  descr ibed  how he  and  other  Bea ts  t raveled  in  a  
shor t  amount  of  t ime  to  Mexico ,  Cal i forn ia ,  Nor th  Caro lina ,  Japan  and  the  Cascade  Mounta ins .  Most  work  
on  the  Beats  has  v iewed th is  t rave l  as  a  rebel l ion  aga ins t  the  development  of  suburb ia  dur ing  the  t ime  
per iod .  However ,  the  ac tua l  wr i t ings  of  the  Beats  o f fe red  descr ip t ions  of  t rave l  tha t  were  fa r  less  
concerned  wi th  rebe l l ion  f rom pos twar  soc ie ty  than  they  were  wi th  the  holy  exper ience  tha t  they  viewed 
t rave l  as.  The  mos t  notab le  example  of  th i s  was  Kerouac ' s  mos t  famous  novel ,  On the  Road ,  the  defin ing  
work  of  Bea t  l i t era ture .  In  th is  nove l ,  Kerouac  descr ibed  the  numerous  t r ips  he  took  across  America  
be tween  the  years  1947  and  1950 a long  wi th  numerous  o ther  Bea ts ,  mos t  notab ly  Neal  Cassady ,  who 
Kerouac  described  in  the  book as  "an  Amer ican  sain t . "  On these  t r ips  Kerouac  descr ibed  how he  and  
Cassady  were  search ing  for  what  he  te rmed " i t "  o r  " the  Word ,"  which  was  in  the i r  v iew a  higher  meaning  
in  l i fe  and  the  answer  to  the  myste r ies  of  l i fe .  They  f i rmly  be l ieved  tha t  by  t rave l ing  and  exper iencing  l i fe  
on  the  road  they  could  t ru ly  ga in  ins igh t  into  the  h igher  t ruths  of  the  universe .  They  had  an  almos t  
mys t ica l  v i s ion  tha t  the  t rave l  i t se l f  would  ul t imate ly  lead  them to  thi s  en l igh tenment ,  which  was  
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evidenced  in  On the  Road  n umerous  t imes ,  such  as  when  Kerouac  descr ibed  how on  a  v is i t  to  Denver  he  
had  be lieved  tha t  a  o ld  man would  come wander ing  out  of  the  p lains  in  a  mat ter  of  minutes  and  g ive  them 
" the  Word."  At  the  beginning  of  a  d if ferent  t r ip  in  the  book,  Kerouac  s tated  how "you always  expec t  to  
f ind  some kind  of  magic  a t  the  end  of  the  road,"  which  i l lus t ra ted  h i s  s teadfas t  be l ie f  in  t rave l ' s  
impor tance  to  f inding  a  grea te r  meaning  in  l i fe,  e spec ia l ly  s ince  he  c la imed tha t  he  and  Cassady  ac tua l ly  
d id  d i scover  " i t "  on  th i s  t r ip .  In  fac t ,  there  were  numerous  poin ts  in  On the  Road  where  Kerouac  be lieved  
tha t  t rave l  had  a llowed him to  exper ience  the  d iv ine ,  mos t  notab ly  when  he  c la imed tha t  he  saw God in  
the  Utah  sky  and  God had  spoken  to  h im.  This  i l lus tra tes  how the  Beat s  genuine ly  bel ieved  in  the  sanc ti ty  
of  t rave l  and  i t s  ab i l i ty  to  act  as  a  way to  commune wi th  the  higher  t ruths  of  l i fe.  This  f i rmly  he ld  be l ie f  
was  why the  Beats  t rave led  so  much ,  ra ther  than  as  a  means  to  rebe l  aga ins t  pos twar  soc iety .  
Another  impor tan t  Bea t  ac t iv i ty  tha t  was  f requent ly  d i scussed  in  the i r  wr i t ings  and  which  was  
prev ious ly  miscons t rued  as  a  form of  soc ia l  rebe l l ion  was  the  Beats '  use  of  d rugs .  Cr i t i cs  l ike  James  F.  Sco t t  
f requent ly  noted  what  was  cons idered  "mora l  depravi ty"  wi th in  the  Beat  movement  and  condemned i t  a s  
an  ac t  o f  rebe l l ion  and  a  way to  avoid  respons ib i l i ty .  Drugs ,  though,  l ike  t rave l ,  were  an  impor tan t  way  for  
the  Beats  to  commune wi th  the  higher  t ruths  they  be l ieved  ex is ted  in  the  universe .  Al len  Ginsberg  wrote  
in  h i s  journa l  on  Apr i l  17 ,  1952  one  of  the  f ines t  examples  of  how the  Beats  cons idered  drugs  a  pa thway to  
sp i r i tua l  me aning .  In  th is  en try  he  l i t e ra l ly  re fer red  mul t ip le  t imes  to  both  mar i juana  and  peyote  as  God.  I t  
was  a l so  not  jus t  Ginsberg  in  the  ent ry  who was  re fe rr ing  to  the  drugs  as  God bu t  a l so  a  fe l low Beat  named 
Bi l l  K eck  who actua l ly  in i t i a ted  ca l l ing  the  drugs  God and  pers i s ten t ly  used  the  te rm.  This  i s  impor tant  as  i t  
shows  that  i t  was  no t  on ly  the  in tel lec tua l  and  l i te ra ry  e l i tes  o f  the  Beat  movement  l ike  Jack  Kerouac ,  Al len  
Ginsberg ,  and  Gregory  Corso  who equated  these  profound ac ts  of  ind iv idua l  exper ience  wi th  the  
a t ta inment  of  sp i r i tua l  meaning .  What  was  more  impor tan t ,  however ,  was  that  th i s  ent ry  showed how 
deeply  the  Beats  bel ieved  tha t  tak ing  drugs  was  a  di rec t  way  to  commune wi th  a  higher  sp i r i tua l  power ,  as  
i t  shows  Beats  ac tua l ly  a ttempt ing  to  d i rec t ly  commune wi th  "God."  Fur thermore ,  in  th is  en try  Keck  
descr ibed  what  the  two drugs  accompl ished  in  the  Beats '  ph ilosophy.  Accord ing  to  Keck ,  and  based  on  
Ginsberg ' s  favorab le  presen ta t ion  of  conversa t ion  he  be l ieved  th is  as  wel l ,  on  mar i juana  a  person  could  
observe  the  uni ty  and  harmony found wi th in  a l l  th ings,  whi le  on  peyote  a  person  could  become par t  o f  
tha t  un ity  and  ha rmony.  These  exper iences  f i t  qui te  wel l  wi th  the  Beats '  a tt empt  to  have  profound and  
meaningfu l  persona l  exper iences .  The  f ina l  way  in  which  thi s  ent ry  il lus t ra ted  sp i r i tual  s ign i f icance  of  
d rugs  to  the  Bea ts  was  Ginsberg ' s  descr ip t ion  of  the  great  reverence  wi th  which  he  hand led  the  peyote  
Keck  had  g iven  him before  he  consumed i t .  In  the  ent ry ,  Ginsberg  descr ibed  how carefu l ly  he  handled  the  
peyote  for  the  next  two days  a f te r  rece iv ing  i t,  aga in  re fer r ing  to  i t  a s  a  god,  and  how he  had  immersed  
h imse l f  in  re l ig ious  ac t iv i t i es  and  d iscuss ions  of  ph i losophy.  This  shows  a  supreme respec t  by  Ginsberg  for  
drugs  and  how he  was  t ru ly  at tempt ing  to  use  the  drugs  as  a  way to  f ind  a  h igher  sp i r i tua l  meaning  in  l i fe .  
From th i s  en t ry  and  the  many o ther  Beat  wr i t ings  on  the  subjec t  o f  d rugs ;  th i s  be l ie f  tha t  drugs  were  a  
way to  enhance  persona l  exper ience  and  come c loser  to  f ind ing  sp i r i tua l  enl igh tenment  was  an  impor tan t  
one  wi th in  the  Beat  movement .  Fur thermore  i t  shows  that  d rug  use  by  the  Beats  was  not  a  way to  rebe l  
aga ins t  soc ie ty  as  i t  had  prev ious ly  been  por t rayed  bu t  was  rather  a  s incere  sp i r i tua l  act  wi th in  the i r  
a t tempted  sp i r i tua l  movement .  
The  Bea ts  a l so  a t tached  a  spec ia l  sp i r i tua l  s ign i f icance  to  bebop jazz .  This  form of  jazz ,  developed  in  
the  early  1940s  by  a r t i st s  l ike  Char l i e  Parker ,  Dizzy  Gi l lesp ie ,  and  Thelonious  Monk ,  was  a  major  inf luence  
on  the  deve lopment  of  the  Beat  movement .  In  "The  Or ig ins  of  the  Beat  Genera t ion"  Kerouac  ident i fied  
bebop as  be ing  the  dr iv ing  in fluence  behind  the  ent i re  Bea t  movement .  He  a l so  c la imed tha t  i t  was  whi le  
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listening to bebop that most of the Beats had their first real profound individual spiritual experiences and 
rod PH°fPM° 6 then: With- The frantiCand Wild beatS 0f beb°P' K— apd °ther Beats belteved 
stat H th t h 3150^ SPafk f°r th6ir imaginations and their souls. In his journal, Kerouac privately' 
ted that in his goal to be a sort of prophet to America he wished to be able to convey "the music of the 
ulfderrtanTth"' "t "f channeling bebop throPBb his writing so that people could 
understand the spiritual significance of writing. Bebop was the optimal vehicle for this in his opinion 
because he believed that bebop was the "actual inner sound of America." Other Beat writings treated 
section^ h s T?1" 35 ^ "F°°tn0te l° H0Wl'" Wh6re Gin5berg dedica,ed an entire 
section of his relatively short poem to proclaiming bebop as holy. Through writings such as these the 
Beats clearly showed that bebop played an important role in their spiritual philosophy and their quest to 
discover deeper spiritual meaning in life. quest to 
nhiln, 77 fmal aCt|iVit!th3t the 80315 f°Und exCeptional,V holV was the P^ctice of Eastern religion and 
p osophy, primarily the practice of Buddhism. This practice was also possibly the part of the Beat 
movement that was most misunderstood and misrepresented by contemporary critics and modern 
scholars. James T Scott in 1962 derided the Beat practice of Zen Buddhism for numerous reasons. For 
one, claimed that they had over simplified the concepts of Zen and horribly distorted it to fit into what 
the crTtics and hT °f m°ra' ^ Se*Ual depravitV- StePben Prothero also noted that many of 
Buddhism inme"amined the spiritualitV of the Beats focused on the Beats' practice of Zen 
Buddhism m much the same way as Scott did and they dismissed it because the Beats did not follow what 
Buridh C0nslderefd ortbod°x Buddhism. The other way in which Smith portrayed the Beats' practice of 
Sine the endS„fSth ^ ^ ^ ^  accepta-e °f responsibility 
Since the end of the Beats era, many modern historians have interpreted the Beat practice of Buddhism 
practicedfddh" Phl'0S°Phy 35 3 f°rm °f rebellion against s°dety- ""da McDowell identified the Beats' 
Prothero h? '"v 3 Tt0 rebel mternally and create a waVto "take their rebellion less blatant 
Pro hero, while identifying the actual importance of Buddhism within the movement and accepting it as a 
egihmate practicing of the religion, came to the conclusion that the Beats' Buddhism was not a form of 
social protest but rather a way for the Beats to rebel against religious orthodoxies of the era The 
dismissal of the Beats practice of Buddhism due to its departure from "orthodox" Buddhism and using it 
Buddhism^ th '"it- rete"i0n ign°reS h°W tHe 66315 aCtUa"V Vi6Wed th6ir Practice of Buddhism- Beat 
Beats sincere tt Tf * ^ ^  SP'"tUal philosophy and it was motivated by the Beats sincere attempt at achieving spiritual fulfillment. 
and nhi""" alr°r ^ °f^ Be3t movement the Beats examined the teaching of Eastern religion 
philosophy^ For instance, in Ginsberg's conversation with Bill Keck about the holiness of peyote they 
also discussed how Keck had read numerous translations of the work of the Chinese philosopher Lao-Tse 
no hini oa'rtilT 7 7 3CCept3nCe of Eastern pBilosophy was illustrated as Ginsberg found 
on! nf!h t f 7® 3 S f3Ct 3nd inSt63d Simply "mentioned offhandedly how Keck disliked 
domina t6f a" r '"f a"°ther' '*W3Sin 1955'though' when Budd^ m became the Beats' 
Snyder a Buddhist'sh'1!3 'T^r th°Ughtthe Be3tS W6re firSt introduced t0 Gary 
letters and le Z ^ ^  Calif0mia' F°"0wing their introduction to Snyder the 
letters other writings of Kerouac and Ginsberg became inundated with references to Buddhism and 
becamrone3 7th °|P " h'"™ he3Vily influenced by Buddhist thought. In addition to this, Snyder 
became one of their closest companions, receiving letters from the two quite frequently almost 
immediately after their introduction, jack Kerouac even further emphasized the importance of Snyder on 
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the  Bea t  movement  when  he  based  the  pro tagonis t  o f  hi s  f i r s t  nove l  fo l lowing  On the  Road ,  Japhy  Ryder  in  
The  Dharma Bums,  a f ter  Snyder .  This  nove l  was  the  f inest  example  of  the  Beats '  Buddhis t  ph i losophy and  
i t  showed how Buddhism came to  domina te  the  sp i r i tual  pursu i t s  o f  the  Beats .  I t  a l so  i l lus t ra ted  how the  
Beat  movement  was  in  genera l  a  la rge  sp i r i tua l  movement  wi th  an  emphasis  on  the  a tta inment  of  sp i r i tua l  
en l igh tenment  through persona l  exper ience .  
The  Dharma Bums was  Kerouac ' s  re te l ling  of  h i s  l i fe  s ta r t ing  a round the  t ime  he  met  Gary  Snyder  
and  ending  when  Snyder  le f t  to  s tudy  at  a  Buddhis t  monaste ry  in  Japan  and  Kerouac  took  a  job  on  
Desola t ion  P eak  in  Nor thern  Washing ton  as  a  f i re  lookout ,  where  he  hoped  to  f ind  the  sp i r i tual  answers  he  
was  search ing  for  in  so l i tude .  The  novel  showed tha t  Kerouac  had  made  a  se rious  commitment  to  s tudying  
and  prac t ic ing  Buddhism,  as  he  frequent ly  re fe renced  reading  Buddhis t s  t ex ts  l ike  the  Diamond Sut ra  and  
he  showed a  so l id  unders tanding  of  Buddhis t  concepts ,  such  as  the  dharma,  bodhisa t tvas ,  and  buddhas .  
He  a l so  showed his  fe rven t  be l ie f  in  the  core  tene t s  of  Buddhism,  such  as  the  Four  Noble  Tru ths,  
medi ta t ion ,  and  the  t rans i to ry  na ture  of  the  universe .  Whi le  The  Dharma Bums is  a  work  of  f ic t ion  th i s  
nove l  was  st i l l  an  impor tan t  explana t ion  of  the  Beats '  p ract ice  of  Buddhism and  i t s  in f luence  on  the  
movement .  This  i s  because  Kerouac ' s  nove ls  were  la rge ly  au tobiographica l  and  at tempted  to  accura te ly  
re te l l  h i s  l i fe ,  though the  names  of  characte rs  were  changed  and  some of  the  content  was  f ic t iona l ized  in  
o rder  to  avoid  l ibe l  l awsui t s  aga ins t  Kerouac .  Nonethe less ,  even  i f  some par t s  of  The  Dharma Bums d id  
present  f ic t iona l ized  events  i t  s t i l l  o f fe red  va luable  ins igh t  into  the  Beats '  Buddhis t  phi losophy and  how 
Buddhism was  an  impor tan t  aspec t  of  the i r  sp i r i tua l  ques t .  Fur thermore ,  the  devot ion  of  Kerouac  and  
o ther  Bea ts  to  the  pr inc ip les  and  ideas  of  Buddhism can  be  seen  throughout  the i r  personal  journa ls  and  
le t te r s .  
For  ins tance ,  in  a  1958  let te r  to  fe l low Beat ,  Phi l ip  Whalen ,  Kerouac  wro te  a  good  dea l  about  how 
they  had  had  extens ive  d i scuss ions  on  Buddhism and  how he  s incere ly  be l ieved  tha t  1958  would  b e  the  
year  that  Buddhism swept  over  America .  The  reason  for  th i s,  Kerouac  c la imed,  was  tha t  he  had  
a r rangements  to  publ i sh  The  Dharma Bums that  year  and  he  thought  tha t  peop le  a l l  over  Amer ica  would  
be  swept  up  in  a  Buddhism craze  fo l lowing  the  book ' s  release .  This  i l lus t ra tes  that  The  Dharma Bums d id  
conta in  the  impor tan t  sp i r i tua l  messages  that  the  Beats  were  t rying  to  convey  to  a  la rger  audience  and  
tha t  Kerouac ,  a long  wi th  Whalen  and  the  o ther  Beats ,  t ru ly  be l ieved  tha t  Buddhism was  a  path  to  sp i r i tua l  
en l ightenment  tha t  needed  to  be  shared  with  socie ty  as  a  whole .  The  pervas iveness  of  Buddhism wi thin  
the  Beat  movement  can  eas i ly  be  seen  in  The  Dharma Bums,  espec ia l ly  in  a  scene  in  the  book in  which  
Kerouac  noted  tha t  near ly  everyone  at  the  par ty  of  Bea ts  he  was  a ttend ing  was  a  prac tic ing  Buddhis t .  The  
reasons  for  th i s  are  var ious ,  a s  Buddhism of fe red  to  the  Beat s  an  es tab l i shed  re l ig ion  that  they  be l ieved  
shared  many of  the  same goals  as  thei r  sp i r i tua l  movement .  
One  of  the  major  aspects  of  Buddh ism tha t  appea led  to  the  Beat s  and  matched  thei r  concept ion  of  
sp i r i tua l i ty  was  the  Buddhis t  idea  of  dharma.  Dharma is  the  Buddhis t  concept  of  the  laws  and  tru ths  that  
govern  the  Universe .  Kerouac  in  The  Dharma Bums descr ibed  dharma as  "True  Meaning ."  This  concep t  
would  have  been  very  appea l ing  to  the  Beat s  as  thei r  sp i r i tua l  be l ie f  was  tha t  there  were  h igher  t ruths  
tha t  ex is ted  and  they  had  the  goa l  o f  a ta in ing  knowledge  of  these  t ruths .  Buddhism,  there fore ,  o f fe red  
them a  compel l ing  and  es tab l i shed  pa thway towards  f ind ing  these  h igher  t ruths .  In  addi t ion  to  thi s ,  
Buddhis t  though t  on  how to  a t t a in  knowledge  of  dharma and  reach  n i rvana  matched  up  even  fur ther  wi th  
the  Bea ts '  sp i r i tua l  ph ilosophy.  In  Buddhism,  ind iv idua l  ac tions  as  the  way to  achieve  sp i r i tual  
en l igh tenment  i s  heavi ly  emphas ized .  This  co inc ided  grea t ly  wi th  the  Beats '  a lready  es tab l i shed  
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concept ion  tha t  i t  was  possib le  to  achieve  a  grea te r  knowledge  of  l i fe ' s  myste r ies  th rough ind iv idua l  
exper ience .  As  a  resu l t  o f  th i s ,  the  Beats  qu ick ly  took  to  Buddhis t  p ract ices  fo r  a t ta in ing  en l ightenment .  
Spec i f ica l ly  they  began  prac t ic ing  medi ta t ion  regular ly .  This  p rac t ice  of  medi ta t ion  could  be  seen  
th roughout  The  Dharma Bums and  Kerouac  v ivid ly  descr ibed  h is  persona l  p rac t ice  as  wel l  as  that  of  o ther  
Bea ts .  An example  of  thi s  i s  how he  devoted  an  ent i re  chapter  to  descr ibe  how on  h is  t r ip  to  v is i t  h i s  
mother  in  Nor th  Caro l ina  he  had  spent  the  en ti re  win te r  medi ta t ing  in  the  woods  near  h i s  house .  This  
dedica t ion  to  medi ta t ion  shows that  the  Beats  were  qu i te  inves ted  in  the  prac t ice  of  Buddhism and  were  
us ing  i t  in  an  at tempt  to  ful f i l l  the i r  movement ' s  sp i r i tual  goa l  o f  ach ieving  en ligh tenment  through 
ind iv idua l  exper ience .  
The  o ther  Buddhis t  concep ts  tha t  were  exulted  by  Beats '  due  to  the i r  s imi la r i t ies  to  the  Beats '  own 
sp i r i tua l  ph i losophy were  the  roles  of  bh ikkhus  and  bodhisa t tvas .  In  Buddhis t  thought  a  bhikkhu i s  an  
orda ined  monk who dedica tes  his  l ife  to  s implic i ty  and  the  ach ievement  of  sp i r i tua l  fu l f i l lment .  Whi le  the  
Bea ts '  were  not  ordained  as  monks  they  s t i ll  cons idered  themselves  to  be  bhikkhus  as  they  of ten  l ived  
s imple  l ives  and  they  were  ded icated  to  discover ing  h igher  sp i r i tua l  meanings  in  l i fe .  In  The  Dharma Bums,  
Kerouac  f i r s t  in t roduced  h imse l f  as  "an  old t ime bhikku  in  modern  c lo thes"  who "be l ieved  in  the  rea li ty  o f  
char i ty  and  kindness  and  humi l i ty  and  zea l  and  neut ra l  t ranqui l i ty  and  wisdom and  ecs tasy ."  Throughout  
the  novel  he  cont inued  to  re fe r  to  other  Bea t s  as  bhikkhus  as  wel l .  The  concept  of  the  bodhisa t tva ,  
though,  was  of  even  more  impor tance  to  the  Beats .  Buddhis t s  be lieve  tha t  bodhisa t tvas  a re  people  who 
vow to  re len t less ly  a ttempt  to  he lp  other s  ach ieve  enl igh tenment  in  o rde r  to  achieve  thei r  own 
en l igh tenment .  As  has  a l ready  been  i l lus t ra ted ,  the  Beats  had  a  s incere  des i r e  to  spread  the i r  sp i r i tua l  
message  to  a  much wider  audience .  This  caused  them to  begin  cons ider ing  themselves  bodhisa t tvas ,  as  i s  
ev idenced  by  the  repeated  use  of  the  phrase  in  The  Dharma Bums to  descr ibe  numerous  charac te r s  a t  one  
t ime or  another .  This  ro le  o f  bodhisa t tva  was  appea l ing  to  the  Bea ts  because  i t  a l lowed them to  pursue  a l l  
o f  the  goa ls  tha t  the i r  movement  had  in tended  sp i r i tua l ly ,  a s  i t  l e t  them l ive  an  independent  l i fe  o f  intense  
persona l  and  sp i r i tual  exper ience  and  i t  a l lowed them to  spread  the i r  sp i r i tua l  message  to  o thers .  The  
sp i r i tua l  Bea ts  pursued  th is  goa l  wi th  fu l l  fo rce  and  were  comple te ly  engrossed  wi th  Buddhism due  to  i t s  
cons iderab le  s imi la r i t i es  wi th  thei r  own sp i r i tual  goa ls .  Thus ,  in  the  prac t ice  of  Buddhism the  Beat s  found  
the i r  u l timate  pa th  to  enl igh tenment .  The  ful l  embrace  of  Buddhism by  the  Beats  shows  tha t  the  d ismissa l  
o f  the  Beats  prac t ice  of  Buddhism by  cr i t i cs  and  schola rs  was  a  se r ious  b lunder  in  the ir  ana lys i s  o f  the  
Beat  Genera t ion .  What  they  cons idered  a  rebe l l ious  o r  misguided  s tatement  was  in  fac t  an  integra l  par t  o f  
the  Beat  movement .  
In  conc lus ion ,  the  Bea t  Genera t ion  was  no t  so le ly  the  nega t ive  rebe l l ion  agains t  socie ty  that  
contempora ry  cr i t i cs  and  modern  scholars  have  c laimed i t  was .  By examining  the  ac tua l  work  of  Bea ts  i t  
becomes  apparen t  tha t  the i r  in ten t ion  with  the i r  movement  was  to  crea te  a  sp i r i tua l  movement  that  
emphas ized  the  sacredness  of  ind iv idua l  exper ience  as  a  way to  gain  enl igh tenment  and  knowledge  of  
un iversa l  t ruths .  Wi th  thi s  in te rpre ta t ion ,  the  ac tions  of  the  Beat s  tha t  were  of ten  miscons t rued  as  
an t i soc ia l  behavior ,  such  as  t rave ling ,  d rug  use ,  and  Buddhism,  can  now be  viewed as  ac tua l  genuine  act  
of  pos i t ive  sp i r i tua l i ty .  By unders tanding  the  t rue  philosophy of  the  Beats  a  be t te r  unders tanding  of  the i r  
ac t ions  i s  ga ined  and  the  cr i t i c i sms  of  the i r  contemporar ies  a re  deprived  of  much of  thei r  meaning .  Also  by  
examining  the  wr i t ings  of  the  Beats  i t  can  be  d iscovered  tha t  thi s  was  the ir  in tent ion  a l l  a long .  
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The Misunderstood 
Jordan Wesley 
The conception of "being in love" has always been vague to me. I've seen and heard examples of 
what I thought it meant to be in love but was never able to grasp the true meaning. To me, love was 
something observed between two people holding hands and kissing in public, or between a couple 
pushing a baby stroller. I only saw love at face value and have not experienced the feelings, emotions, and 
sacrifices that accompany it. Love is not something that can be explained or described justly. Love is 
something you have to experience firsthand. 
It was when I started dating my current girlfriend, Nicole, that my view of the world and everything 
in it changed completely. Never before had I connected with someone physically and emotionally in the 
same way I did with her. The feeling was one of pure ecstasy when we were together and a yearning to be 
together when we were apart. I started to approach my thoughts and actions in a way that I never had 
previously in my life. From there on I considered not only myself, but her as well, when I made a decision. I 
had developed a feeling of responsibility for her wellbeing and happiness to go along with my own. It was 
always in my primary interest to make sure she was safe and content. She had become an extension of 
myself. When she was unhappy, I was miserable. When she was happy, I was ecstatic. Right before my 
eyes, in human form, was the conception of love. It all clicked; love wasn't the action of holding hands and 
kissing, or the couple pushing the baby stroller. Love was what created the feelings behind the kiss as well 
as the baby in the stroller. 
Experiencing love made the world a more beautiful, but extremely fragile place. I started to reflect 
on my own feelings of love and applied them to the people and things I encountered throughout every 
day. I had concluded that just like myself, plenty of people share the same captivating feelings of love. As a 
result, I began to treat the people and things I encountered the same way in which I would want the 
person I love to be treated. This epiphany made me a more gentle and compassionate person and was the 
beauty that was added to my world. The fragility of the world came from knowing that at any moment I 
could lose the person who meant the most to me. I now had an extension of myself to worry about in a 
world that could be extremely cold and evil. Time had become ever more precious because I understood 
that I wasn't guaranteed time with the one who completed me. 
"Being in love" is something commonly talked about and referenced but just as commonly 
misunderstood and confused. Love is deeper than any kiss or public display of affection. Love has the 
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power  to  change an  ent i re  mindset  about  the  world  and everything in  i t .  Love is  something tha t  must  be  
l ived and experienced to  grasp .  I was  once  a  misguided person when i t  came to  the  concept ion of  "being 
in  love ,  bu t  my personal  encounter  wi th  i t  has  changed my li fe  and continues  to  change i t  every  day 
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It's now been just over a year since I moved from downtown Ithaca, and of all the places I've called 
home, I miss 323 West Buffalo Street the most. I'm not sure what it is about the derelict apartment I took 
firm root in, but to this day, I still can't drive by without getting an overwhelming rush of nostalgia. So 
much so that I've actually avoided use of West Buffalo Street from the Plain Street intersection to the 
North Albany Street intersection to avoid spiraling into a state of catatonic sorrow. And I won't even 
mention what happens when I see one of the new inhabitants smoking a cigarette and staring into their 
iPhone on the front porch like they own the place. It's my apartment, dammit! 
I sometimes wonder if the girls who lived there before us felt the same way when I hung out on the 
porch blowing clouds—I've attempted to blow rings for years, but proper tongue roll-age has been 
elusive—of smoke and stared at passing humans as if they were another species. At least when we lived 
there we had enormous pine trees and grossly overgrown shrubs to conceal our presence—a 
misanthrope's dream, but they've since been uprooted, just like myself. 
Maybe my wistfulness stems from my love of Shortstop, "world's greatest sandwich shop"—it says 
so on a large, faded, polyethylene sign hanging in the store's vast window-front—so it must be true; ya 
know, just like all the bodegas in New York City that have bright neon signs claiming to sell the world's 
best cup of coffee, when in fact it tastes like the garbage you get from a Maxwell House vending machine 
in a prison lobby for fifty cents. But, in Shortstop's case the sign doesn't lie. Or maybe because I fell deeply 
in love inside those four shoddy walls. Or maybe my roommate/spiritual guru I had a love/hate 
relationship with—mostly love—taught me more about myself in those two years than I ever could have 
discovered on my own. 
Or maybe because that's where I raised my puppy, Alex, who was truly my best friend. Cliche? Yes. 
However, he changed my life. We had an indelible bond that I'll never be able to share with a human. In 
hindsight, I may have been physically leading Alex, but he led me on a seminal journey of becoming one 
with myself. There was something serene and blithe about our 4 AM excursions that I'll never be able to 
get back. Through our daily morning and evening walks, I slowly discovered the minutiae of Ithaca's 
whimsical fingerprint. 
I never could have imagined such an ostensibly small move, Moravia, NY to Ithaca (21.8 miles to be 
exact), could have such a profound and lasting impact on my life. Normally I'd try to brush aside the 
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r e g io n a l  st e r eo typ es  out s i d e r s  hold  e . g . ,  t ha t  we  a l l  hav e  a  "l o ng  ha i r ,  do n ' t  ca r e "  a tt i t u de  t owa r d  the  
g ro oming  s tan d a rd  o f  ou r  a rmp i t  h a i r ,  b u t  I  d o n ' t  f ee l  l i ke  de f end ing  I tha c a  to  un a ba sh e d  p r e jud i ce .  It haca  
i s  gorg e s .  I tha ca  i s  co ld .  It h ac a  i s  g ay .  It haca  i s  c h i l l .  I thac a  i s  our  t own .  
' f  V ° U ' V e  t H e d  t e a c h i n g  a  P U PP Y  h o w  t 0  w a l k  on  a  l ea s h  i .e . ,  by  you r  s id e  an d  no t  pu l l i ng  you  
a lon g ,  yo u  I I  q u i ck ly  r ea l i z e  t ha t  i t' s  nea r l y  impo s s i b l e  wi tho u t  a  Gen t l e  Leade r .  No t  only  doe s  i t  hav e  the  
p o wer  t o  p r e ve n t  you r  do g  f ro m pu l l i ng ,  bu t  i t  a lso  looks  l i ke  a  muzz l e  an d  keep s  ran dom p as se r s - b y  at  
bay  I t  s  a  w in /w in ,  e spec i a l l y  fo r  i nt rove r t s  wi th  soc i a l  anx i e ty .  Alex  ab h o r r ed  i t ,  bu t  i t  was  the  on l y  way  I  
c o u ld  ge t  him  t o  wa lk  wi t ho u t  d rag g ing  me .  I ' d  pa r a l l e l  my  depe nde nce  on  the  Gen t l e  Lea d e r  to  tha t  of  a  
mo th e r  s  dep en d en ce  on  a  pa c i f i e r  f or  a  n ew b o rn .  I t  t ook  us  a  wh i l e  to  de ve lo p  a  rh y thm,  bu t  af t e r  a  few  
w e ek s  we  bo th  b e c am e  f ami l i a r  w ith  ea c h  othe r ' s  phy s i ca l  cues .  Fo r  i n st a n ce ,  I' d  p i ck  up  th e  Gen t l e  Leade r  
a n d  dan g l e  i t  i n  f ro n t  o f  h i m  and  he ' d  im med ia t e ly  ru b  hi s  f ace  aga i n s t  the  gr o u n d - h e  was  exc i t ed  fo r  t he  
w a lk ,  no t  so  mu ch  the  Gen t l e  Lead e r .  I  a lw ays  got  a  k i ck  ou t  o f  th e  sud de n  b oos t  t o  h i s  t ro t  ri g h t  be fo r e  he  
was  abo u t  t o  l ay  a  gi a n t  t urd .  I  c o u ldn ' t  in t e rp r e t  h i s  wa rn in g  s i g n  i n  th e  f ir s t  we e k  or  so,  and  to  my  
d . sm ay  h e  en d ed  up  sq ua t t i n g  and  de f eca t i n g  in  the  cr os sw a lk  of  a  b u s y  in t e r s e c t i o n  as  I t r i ed ,  an d  fa i l ed  
t o  dr ag  him  a c ros s  th e  st r e e t  to  r eac h  f lo r a .  I  m a de  a  va l i an t  e ffo r t  to  sco o p  i t  up  wi t h  my  biod e gr a da b l e -
p r i me  ex amp le  of  the  I t h aca  i n  m e -p o o p  ba g ,  b u t  a  ca r  wa s  speed in g  t owa rd  t he  in t e r s e c t i o n  and  a  l a rge  
g ro up  of  ba ske tba l l - w ie ld i ng  men  wer e  ba r r e l i ng  my  way  and  a l l  I  c o u l d  t hin k  to  do  wa s  e scap e .  So  I  d i d .  I  
s cu r r i ed  t h e  r e s t  of  th e  way  t hro ug h  th e  in t e r s e c t i on  and  l e f t  t he  st e am y  turd  beh in d .  
Any t i me  Alex  s aw  a  squ i r r e l  he ' d  f r eeze  as  i f  he  wer e  a  N avy  SEA L ab ou t  to  give  hi s  pl a t o on  cove r t  
i n s t ru c t i on  and  th en  he ' d  sp r i n t ,  f u ll - sp eed  ahead ,  u nt i l  he  rea ch ed  the  end  of  hi s  f l exi - l e a sh  and  com e  to  a  
j o l t i ng  s top .  The re  was  o nly  on e  occas ion  I t h o u gh t  I  m i g h t  hav e  to  p ry  a  squ i r r e l  ou t  o f  my  dog ' s  mo u th  
a n d  tr u s t  me ,  yo u  did n ' t  wan t  to  mess  wi th  Alex  whe n  he  ha d  a  "p r i ze . "  He  may  hav e  on l y  be e n  a  t h i r t v -
f i ve -pound  Coc ke r  Span i e l ,  bu t  he  wa s n ' t  a  d og  to  mes s  wi t h .  Wha t  he  loved  m o s t ,  t houg h ,  was  bo un c in g  
t h ro ugh  snow .  I d e sp i sed  ha v ing  to  le ave  t he  wa rm,  dry  she l t e r  o f  my  bed roo m in  th e  de a d  of  win t e r  b u t  
w a t ch ing  Alex  da sh ,  spr in t  and  j u mp  throu gh  fee t  o f  sn o w- l  adop t ed  h im  the  yea r  I thac a  was  pe l t ed  wi th  
s t o rm  a f t e r  sto r m- w a s  one  of  t he  mos t  hea r t -m e l t i ng  s i gh t s  t o  se e ,  e spec i a l l y  at  4  AM whe n  we  were  the  
o nes  carv i ng  t he  f i rs t  pa th  ,n  the  c it y ' s  de n se  wh i t en es s .  He  wa s  suc h  a  ha ppy  pu ppy ,  an d  as  mu ch  as  I  
n u r tu r ed  hi s  gro w th ,  he  cul t i v a t ed  mine ,  as  we l l .  He  dema n de d  m y  pa t i e n ce  a n d  d ed i c a t io n - so me th ing  I  
wo u ld  n ev e r  succ umb  to  in  t he  pa s t .  I  p u t  hi s  ne ed s  be fo r e  m y  ow n ,  and  in  do ing  so,  I  l e a rn ed  h ow to  love  
w i t n o u t  t ea r .  
The  wa lk s  st a r t ed  ou t  as  a  cho re -ge t t i ng  ou t  of  be d  be fo r e  sun r i s e  wa s  neve r  ea sy -b u t  they  
wer e  alw ays  mo r e  of  an  ad ve n tu r e .  Each  an d  eve ry  day  wa s  s ome th ing  d if f e ren t .  I  r e l i she d  the  se c lu d ed  
g a i e ty  of  ou r  s t ro l l s  at  bewi t ch ing  ho ur s ;  I  w as  abl e  to  focu s  on  the  nu a nc es  o f  my  sur r oun d ings ,  as  
o p p os ed  to  ou r  a ft e rn o o n  march  whe r e  ea c h  pa s s ing  st r a nge r  was  t he  ob j ec t  o f  my  a tt e n t i o n  fo r  a  me re  
mo men t  as  t hey ,  t oo ,  ramb le d  on w a rd  a n d  b l u r r e d  wi t h in  the  c it y  l an dscap e .  Th ey  w ere  q ui c k l y  f or go t t en  
j us t  as  I  m  s u r e  I  was  to  them .  5  
Al t h oug h ,  I  d o  r em e mb e r  so m e  of  th e  f aces .  Mos t  no t ab ly  the  home l y ,  tw en ty i s h ,  sk i nny ,  brun e t t e  
w ho  I v e  see n  seve ra l  times  wi t h  a  wh i t e  ra t  r e s t i n g  on  h e r  sho u l d e r  a s  sh e  roa m ed  the  c it y  s tr ee t s  (wh i l s t  
t a l k ing  t o  he r s e l f ,  I  m u s t  add) .  M y  ex-boy f r i end ,  Jo e ,  ga ve  he r  a  cr i sp  L inc o ln  on ce  in  the  Co mm on s  a ft e r  
she lamented some bullshit tragic story about how broke and hungry she was-l flashed him the don't you 
dare eye s ,  bu t  appa ren t l y  he  wa s  f ee l i ng  ph i l a n th ro p i c -o n ly  to  f i nd  he r  s i tt i n g  ne x t  t o  u s  i n  Cha n t i c l e e r  
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downing a beer a half-an-hour later. I shot Joe a look of ha! and he feigned exasperation, but honestly, he 
didn't care. There was also the old man who looked like Ebenezer Scrooge, only this guy had a bit of a 
gimp and a long cigarette hanging out of his mouth at all times. His face was serious, not forlorn, more 
mission-like, but I'm fairly positive he was just wandering. I've always wondered what his story was. 
The worst people to encounter were erstwhile bar buddies. If I ever saw someone I recognized 
from Lot 10 or Silky during the day I'd pretend they didn't exist and pass by without so much as a nod, and 
they'd do the same; it was a mutual snub. I know if we were to run into each other again at Lot 10 or Silky 
we'd be the best of buds like the snub never happened, but for now, we're strangers in this city of ours. 
I also discovered one of many Little Free Libraries—housed in what looked to be an antediluvian 
newspaper stand—outside Ithaca's old County Public Library on North Cayuga Street. I was perplexed by 
my findings and ambled home to conduct further investigation (I was hesitant to take a book because I 
didn't understand "the rules"). The premise is basic: "take a book, return a book." It's all free! I habitually 
checked out the small, yellow, plastic library and often took a book or two. One of my fondest finds was an 
old copy of It Was a Dark and Stormy Night, an often-mocked and satirized phrase turned contest (The 
Bulwer-Lytton Fiction Contest), turned book, turned game. I think that's where my love of literature and 
writing started. 
A couple blocks ahead was Gimme! Coffee, on the corner of North Cayuga Street and Cascadilla 
Street. I never particularly liked this location. Maybe because I couldn't figure out what the name of the 
coffee shop was and upon asking, I was told to reference the sign in the bottom right-hand corner of the 
window facing Cascadilla Street (despite the fact the storefront faced North Cayuga Street). It was printed 
on 8.5 X 11 computer paper—no fancy-schmancy card stock or anything—and taped in the window. It 
simply read "Gimme! Coffee" in their signature red and white logo. I was informed, by one of the hipster 
baristas, that the chain preferred a minimalist approach to advertising, but really, they're just la-di-da 
assholes. However, the smell of percolating coffee at this ungodly hour never failed to put a little pep in 
my step and was much appreciated. I'd suck in slow and smooth lungfuls of coffee-roasted air, and in the 
same breath, scoff at their pretension. 
Just past Gimme! is one of Ithaca's small, but splendid micro-parks. Thompson Park, a lush green 
triangle enclosed between Cascadilla Creek, North Cayuga Street, and West Marshall Street, was a much 
loved and anticipated stop on our evening walk. (I avoided this area in the early hours of the morning 
because streetlights are rather sparse in this section of the neighborhood. Although Ithaca may be "safe," 
I'm not naive to creatures, human or otherwise, that prowl the streets with twilight's camouflage.) More 
often than not, I was greeted by pubescent boys screaming, chasing, and tackling each other in the grass 
or teenaged, emo-looking couples stealing their first kisses in one of the small gazebos. Every now and 
then, one of Ithaca's AcroYoga (acrobatic yoga) groups would gather in the soft, verdant lawn for an 
outdoor excursion, and I'd gawk at the fluidity of their contorted bodies with chagrined disillusionment. I'd 
see joggers and other dog walkers, too, but, halfway through the park, Cascadilla Creek always managed 
to steal—or rather, hypnotize—my attention. The slow and steady trickling of the creek's current was a 
refreshing distraction from the hustle and bustle of everyday life. In the fall, I'd stand on the edge of the 
embankment and watch as Drake's and their less-vibrant hens nosedived beneath the shallow water 
scavenging for plants and tiny insects. In the winter, I'd survey construction crews as they broke up and 
heaved out glacier-sized chunks of ice; a calculated and painstaking process for them but free theatre for 
20 
me.  ( I 'm a  peop le  watcher . )  We 'd  bo th  gape  at  the  ice  and  the  labor ious  task  ahead,  but  lucky  for  me,  I 
cou ld  b id  fa rewel l  when  I g rew t i red  of  the  harsh  wind  and  co ld.  On the  nar row s tree ts  that  l ined  
Cascadi l la  Creek ,  jus t  pas t  Thompson Park ,  I 'd  come across  smal l  chucks  of  ice  tha t  had  managed  to  fa l l  
f rom the  machinery  and  sha t te r  l ike  c lus ter  bombs  in  minef ie lds .  Alex  would  dar t  to  each  one  expec t ing  to  
f ind  someth ing  to  n ibb le  on ,  on ly  to  be  d isappoin ted  to  d iscover  jus t  a  l i t t l e  i ce  and  di r t .  He  was  never  
d i scouraged ,  though,  each  win t ry  c lump was  a  new and  exc i t ing  adventure .  
Not  too  fa r  up  the  s tree t  was  my former  favor i te  l aundromat .  I  s ay  former  because  the  t ra i ler - t rash  
owner  once  accused  of  me  t ry ing  to  se l l  d rugs  because  I s a t  on  top  of  the  p icn ic  t ab le—in the  park ing  lo t ,  
under  the  wel l - l i t  superv is ion  of  her  secur i ty  camera-a t  10  PM on  a  Sunday  n ight  and  smoked a  c igare t te  
as  ano ther  pa t ron  came out  and  d id  the  same (apparen t ly  two people  smoking  wi th in  f ive  feet  of  one  
another  e l ic i t s  the  probabi l i ty  of  a  drug  dea l ) .  I was  loading  my laundry  in  the  back  of  my tea l  Pont iac  G3 
(sexy ,  I  know)  when  she  careened  her  ja lopy  in to  the  park ing  lo t ,  swung open  her  door  and  bo l ted  over  to  
my car  spewing  profan i t ies  and  threa ten ing  to  ca l l  the  cops  on  me.  I was  bewi ldered  and  agi ta ted  bu t  
managed  to  hop  in  my f ront  seat ,  lock  the  doors  and  sta r t  my car .  She  was  screaming  a t  me  to  ge t  of f  her  
proper ty ,  bu t  was  a l so  s tand ing  d i rec t ly  in  f ron t  of  the  hood of  my car .  I wan ted  noth ing  more  than  to  
obl ige  but  she  was  making  her  reques t  qui te  d i f f icu l t .  To  th i s  day ,  I s t i l l  ge t  the  heeb ie- jeeb ies  when  I wa lk  
by  the  p lace .  I 'm a lways  a f ra id  she ' s  go ing  to  pop  out  of  the  bushes  and  assaul t  me .  Not  on ly  was  the  
exper ience  hor r i fy ing ,  but  i t  was  confus ing ,  too .  I neve r  unders tood  how such  a  fa r -fe tched  assumpt ion  
could  have  been  made .  
On the  las t  l eg  of  my journey ,  I  came upon The  Frame Shop,  a  qua int  loca l  vendor  on  Buffa lo  S t ree t  
do ing  bus iness  in  a  conver ted  home tha t  looks  more  l ike  a  coas ta l  residence  on  a  Maine  beach ,  breezy  bu t  
lof ty .  A few weeks  pr ior ,  I j us t  so  happen  to  buy  a  Leonid  Afremov oil  pa in t ing  on  Etsy  t i t l ed  "The  End of  
Pa t i ence"—it  s ign i f ied  the  overdue  cu lmina t ion  of  a  year - long  tumul tuous  rela t ionship - tha t  I was  in  
despera te  need  of  f raming .  Leonid  Afremov ' s  work  i s  remarkable ;  I  cou ldn ' t  jus t i fy  buying  such  an  
exquis i te  p iece  of  a r t  just  to  have  i t  f r amed at  A.C.  Moore .  I t 'd  be  l ike  ge t t ing  fake  f lowers  for  a  dream 
wedding .  Jus t . . .no.  I  r emember  casua l ly ,  but  assured ly ,  s t ro l l ing  in  wi th  the  canvas  ro l led  up  under  my arm 
and  removing  my Ray Bans  as  cool ly  as  I cou ld .  I wan ted  so  badly  to  embody the  a i r  o f  a r i s tocracy ,  but  I 
was  no th ing  more  than  Ju l ia  Rober t s  in  a  brown and  whi te  po lka  dot  dress  in  Pre tty  Woman.  I wa lked  up  
to  the  counter  and  ro l led  ou t  my pa in t ing  and  asked  the  c le rk ,  "What  do  you  sugges t  for  th i s  piece?"  as  i f  I  
had  done  th i s  before  and  the  pr ice  was  of  no  consequence .  She  quick ly  took  measurements—the  p iece  i s  
30"  by  40"—and tapped  numbers  into  her  ca lcu la tor .  Af te r  a  few minutes  of  carefu l  inspec t ion  and  t r ips  to  
the  back  room to  de l ibera t e  wi th  her  boss ,  she  f ina lly  sugges ted  I sk ip  f raming  and  get  the  p iece  s tre tched  
and  mounted .  I  r e jo iced  wi th  a  resounding ,  "Great !"  and  prompt ly  handed  over  my cred it  ca rd .  I  was  
assuming  i t 'd  eas ily  be  a round one  hundred  and  f i f ty  do l la rs  o r  so ,  bu t  was  comple te ly  blown away when 
i t  was  wel l  over  three  hundred .  I  paus ed ,  c leared  my throa t  and  swal lowed hard ,  and  s lowly  c racked  a  
smi le . . .my cover  was  b lown.  I r ep la ced  my Ray Bans  a top  my face  and  g l ided  ou t .  
When I t h ink  abou t  my in i t ia l  move  to  I thaca  over  th ree  years  ago ,  I r emember  s ta l l ing  on  s ign ing  
the  lease  for  the  apar tment  on  West  Buffa lo  S t ree t .  At  tha t  po int  in  my l i fe ,  I  was  te r r i fied  to  make  any  
sor t  of  commitment .  I had  less  than  a  week  to  dec ide  i f  I  wan ted  to  change  my l i fe  o r  remain  in  s tas i s .  I s a t  
in  my car  in  the  park ing  lo t  o f  Targe t  and  s tared  a t  the  ominous  red  "X"  on  the  lease  mark ing  where  my 
s ignature  was  requi red .  My soon- to-be  roommate  was  watch ing  s i len t ly  f rom the  passenger  seat  as  I  
p rocessed  my thoughts  but  abrupt ly  burst  ou t,  "Sara ,  jus t  do  i t !  What  do  you  have  to  lose?!"  I  shuddered  
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as if the foreboding spirit within me had suddenly left my body. I signed the lease and calmly exhaled as 
the fear and anxiety I had been harboring drifted away. It only took twenty-six years, but the beginning of 
my life had commenced. 
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The Changing Sands 
Matthew Castor a! 
Kempai raised the head of his pick and drove it hard. 
He tightened his forearms against the blow; feeling the sharp jolt of recoil as the steel splintered 
the wall of the alcove. Again he lifted the pick and swung it down, his sweat-soaked skin dripping its excess 
into the dirt, staining the red earth black. He went on like this for a time, feeling his body grow weaker 
with every strike, with every passing moment. When the stone had loosened enough to be moved he 
urriedly pushed the rubble aside, revealing the gleaming white that lay beneath. To his right, a young 
man rested on his hands and knees, sifting through his own pile of rock. 
"Huchuu'," he called to him. "How much?" 
I d say maybe four, five ounces," said the young man, shaking his head. "You?" 
"About the same." 
It wasn't much, nowhere near their usual find, but it would be just enough to meet the day's 
quota. Kempai brushed a few strands of thick black hair from his face and stared down at his hands 
tracing the lines of powdery white that the stone had left on his red skin. When did it come to this? he 
asked himself. When did life become a product of stone? Kempai dropped his pick and seated himself 
against the wall, savoring in the coolness of the alcove as it shielded he and Huchuu' from the burning 
midday sun. He was exhausted, but the strain on his body was a small price to pay given the alternative. 
ut he had reached his quota, and they would have to give him his share. It would at least last him 
through the night. 
With his hands Kempai felt for the largest crack in the stone beside him, and when he located it he 
pressed his eye to the opening and peered through. From here, he could look out over the entire quarry. It 
was a large expanse, dry and endless, much like the vast desert that spawned from its edges and 
consumed the surrounding land. Below him Kempai could see hundreds of others laboring, red skin 
stretched tight over their frail, withering bodies. He watched them as they hacked the stone with their 
picks and dug through the rubble, desperate to get their fill. 
'Anything from the others?" asked Huchuu', crouching beside him. He was short, much smaller 
than Kempai, w.th a sharp nose and piercing green eyes that stared out from a sunken, emaciated face 
"Scraping by," replied Kempai. 
Huchuu' frowned. "When do you think we'll get a decent share?" 
Kempai stifled a laugh. 
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"Never, not unless they want to risk a rebellion. They keep us weak and dependent for a reason." 
A quiet rage swelled within Kempai's chest, but the growing weight of exhaustion extinguished it. 
He took a long drink from his canteen and exhaled. 
"Survival is the only thing we can afford to care about right now." 
Huchuu' nodded his understanding, but the look in his eyes told Kempai that he had been 
expecting a different answer. Huchuu' was bright, but he had always been naive when it came to them. 
They were bia'isas, every last one. Nothing but a pack of wolves. 
Kempai returned to the opening and surveyed the quarry again. To his right, a group was struggling 
to place a chunk of stone onto the towering pile of white that sat at the heart of the quarry. The stone was 
of reasonable size, yet it took twelve men just to move it a few feet. The sight of this, of their sickly figures 
wrenching themselves, hardly able to budge the rock, made Kempai shudder. Look what had become of 
his people; flesh and bone, mere tools to be worn and broken like the picks they clutched in their mangled 
hands. Yet this was not the worst. No, the worst sight of all was of that which stood above them. 
Perched atop the rocks, stalking the men like birds of prey, were a dozen figures, rifles drawn 
across their chests. They were large and powerful, wearing hats and thick garments to protect their pale 
skins from the brutal sun. These were the overseers of the quarry, and among them, standing just above 
the alcove where the men had unearthed the stone, was Barnaby, the quarry master. His thick mess of red 
beard gave way to a pair of broad shoulders and thick arms, a man built solely to destroy. With his rifle 
drawn, he and the overseers watched the men struggle, licking their lips at the sight of the growing pile of 
white stone. Soon, all of it would be theirs. 
Bia'isas. Nothing but a pack of wolves... 
Kempai found himself in the shade once more, drinking from his canteen. 
He and Huchuu' had dug another ten feet into the alcove, yet they only managed to collect 
another ounce of white stone. 
"This doesn't look good," said Huchuu'. "We've never pulled less than fifteen ounces in a day. Do 
you think we've emptied the whole vein already?" 
Kempai shrugged. "We're bound to eventually." 
Huchuu' set his pick aside and went for his canteen, but the rattling inside told him that it was 
nearly dry. 
"I'm going down to the spigot," he said, starting along the dirt path that led from the alcove. "Need 
some water?" 
Kempai tipped his own canteen; a familiar rattle and a few stray drops trickled out. He tossed it to 
Huchuu'. 
"Next one's on me," he said tiredly. 
Kempai watched him go, tracing Huchuu's path into the heart of the quarry. He rounded a bend, 
and Kempai lost sight of him. He was gone. Finally. 
Scrambling to his feet, Kempai hurried over to the opposite wall and reached into a small hollow in 
the rock. It was here, wedged between the crevices, that he kept his stores: the ones that Huchuu' and the 
others didn't know about. From the cracks he seized a small tin pail and held it in his lap. The pail was half-
full of bits of familiar white stone, and Kempai, making sure that Huchuu' hadn't returned, began to crush 
the rock into a f ine powder. This was dosabite. Food and water were hard to come by in the village, but 
dosabite was sacred. For Kempai and his people, it was impossible to go even a day without it. 
It was many years ago, long before Kempai and his brothers were born, that the land, and 
everything in it, was poisoned by fire. Great clouds of flame rose from the earth, curling upward towards 
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the sky, spewing smoke and molten dirt over the world. Fierce winds ripped through the desert and 
annihilated every rock and creature in their path. Bright flashes of light scorched and shook the earth, 
reducing everything to smoldering ash. It was many weeks before the earth grew quiet again. 
When the fires finally died, few of Kempai's people had survived. Their homes had been destroyed, 
their families burned. All that they loved had been lost. But even then, the legends had foretold of such an 
end: those who survived the fires believed that the sun had fallen from the sky to punish the human race, 
to free the Earth from the parasite that is man. For eons, man had taken selfishly from the Earth, and the' 
time had come at last to take it all back. Those who survived believed they had been spared. They were 
wrong. 
In the aftermath the winds came again, stronger and more violent than ever before. Only this time, 
they did not come to destroy. This time, they came to gather what had been left behind by the flames, to ' 
carry the poisonous dust and ash across the Earth. The fallout saturated the land, tainting the rocks and 
soil, the water and the trees. The land that had nurtured Kempai's people for centuries now sought to 
poison them, to drive them out, yet the earth was their only source of nourishment. They drank the water, 
ate from the trees, and soon the poison became one with them as well. Death became a certainty. 
But before the poison could take them, the people discovered a means to keep death at bay. A 
white stone, with the mystical ability to resist the toxic nature of the land. They called it dosobite, the 
white. As long as they consumed the powder of the stone each day, death would not overtake them. Yet 
as generations passed, the poison still remained in all things, tainting even those born of clean parentage. 
Year after year, bloodline to bloodline. Dosabite was the one thing that every man, woman, and child 
needed to survive. Death was quick to those without it. 
As Kempai turned to place his pail back into the crevice, he noticed that a shadow had fallen over 
him. He let out a tired laugh and then shook his head. 
"Alright, Huchuu', you got me. I'll split the pail with you." He looked up. "I figured you'd 
eventually—" 
Huchuu' was nowhere in sight. Instead, another figure stood over him. Kempai felt the color drain 
from his face. It was Barnaby. 
"Well well, lookee what we got ourselves here," he crowed. "A greedy little redskin lookin' to take 
more than his fair share." 
Kempai's eyes searched the alcove, but Huchuu' was nowhere to be found. The rifle hung lazily in 
the Barnaby's hand, his fingers just barely grazing the trigger. He's going to kill me. Panicked, Kempai leapt 
for his pick, but Barnaby was on him first, gripping him by the throat. 
"Whered'ya think yer goin'?" he grinned, tightening his hand around Kempai's windpipe. "Damn 
filthy buck. Why don't we go fer a n ice walk?" 
Barnaby dragged Kempai to his feet and led him from the alcove and down the winding dirt road, 
the muzzle of his rifle pressed firmly into Kempai's back. Kempai's knees buckled as his feet carried him ' 
forward, knowing that there would be no escape. When the pair arrived at the heart of the quarry, the 
other workers caught sight and grew silent. Some took up their picks, but as they did they found their 
paths blocked by overseers. They had descended from the rocks and were now aiming their rifles at the 
crowd, forcing them back. 
Kempai was watching the overseers when a blow struck him in the back of skull, sending him 
reeling. A shove from behind toppled him to the ground, and when he turned to look up he found the 
muzzle of Barnaby's rifle aimed square at his head. The large figure that towered over him nearly eclipsed 
the sun, and beneath the shade of his wide-brim was the twisted grin of a madman. 
25 
"Now/' said Barnaby, addressing the crowd of men that now pleaded for Kempai's life. "I want all 
ya'll to listen up. What we got here is nothin' but a lyin', no-good thief. I caught this redboy tryna hide a 
nice little stash of powder that ain't belong to him. Now we don't take too kindly to stealin' round these 
parts, do we boys?" 
The overseers roared in agreement, fanning their rifles over the crowd. 
"Settle down now, settle down. Now usually, I'd let a young buck like this'un off with a warning. 
After all, what good's a cherry nigger if he ain't workin'? But then I says to myself, I says, 'ain't them other 
redboys out there just gonna go off and do the same, seein' as there ain't no punishment for the crime?"' 
Again the overseers echoed their agreement. Kempai felt his chest tighten as Barnaby continued, 
the rifle still trained on his head. 
"This here's a civlized society. We ain't got room for no theivin'. So I say, why don't we show these 
redboys what happens when you go round takin' what ain't yers?" 
Barnaby set the bolt and cocked his rifle. Kempai felt his entire body seize with fear as death made 
itself known. The blow from the rifle had doubled his vision, and what looked like a pair of twin muzzles 
now danced just inches away from his face. The sounds of the crowd were becoming muffled and far-off 
with each passing moment, yet the energy in the air told him that the crowd of men was now stirring into 
a furious mob. 
They pressed up on the row of overseers, who with their rifles cocked and stocks held tight against 
their shoulders fixed their sights on the crowd. Someone tried to lunge for the barrel of a rifle but the 
overseer pulled away and fired straight into the man's chest, killing him instantly. Several men swarmed 
him then, and, after prying the rifle from his hands, beat him to death with their picks. The other 
overseers began firing wildly into the crowd, killing at will whatever unfortunate soul happened to cross 
their path. In the midst of all the chaos, Barnaby never took his eyes from Kempai. With the rifle raised, he 
squared his shoulders and fixed Kempai with a smile. 
"Now hold still, boy. This'll be over quick—" 
Just then a pair of hands wrapped themselves around Barnaby's throat. He stumbled backwards, 
struggling to pry his windpipe free of the crushing grip. He flailed himself and lost hold of the rifle. With 
both hands he tugged at the interlocked fingers that strangled him, his face swelling itself into a deep red. 
In a last effort, he swiveled himself from side-to-side, trying to shake himself free from his attacker. It was 
then, from his place on the ground, that Kempai caught a glimpse of a young, red-skinned man clinging to 
the back of his attacker. Huchuu'! 
But Kempai's relief was short-lived. Now, Barnaby had his fingers firmly beneath Huchuu's and was 
prying himself free of his grasp. Huchuu', sensing that he had lost the upper hand, became frantic. 
"The rifle!" he cried to Kempai. "Get the rifle!" 
On the nearby ground, Kempai spotted the metallic gleam of a thin barrel. He stumbled to his feet, 
skull aching, his vision blurred. As he staggered to where the rifle lay, Barnaby had at last freed himself 
from Huchuu's grip. With one swift motion he tossed Huchuu' to the ground and then lunged at Kempai. 
With a sharp blow to chest, Kempai collapsed back into the dirt, wheezing, the rifle just within his reach. 
But it was too late. Barnaby seized his weapon and then turned on Huchuu'. Three shots erupted from the 
muzzle. The bullets ripped through Huchuu's chest, tearing through flesh and bone, and toppled him to 
the ground. Then two more shots, straight through temples, shattering his skull. Just to be sure. 
When the muzzle found its way to Kempai, a numbness had spread throughout his body. The sight 
of Huchuu's death burned his mind like fire; all he saw, over and over again, was the image of his friend as 
the bullets pierced his chest and obliterated his skull, tossing his body like a ragdoll. As Barnaby cocked his 
rifle back, Kempai realized that time had run out. 
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"Say  your  prayers ,  you  f i l thy  son  of  a—" 
From high  overhead ,  a  b l ind ing  red  l igh t  c racked  the  summer  sky .  Barnaby  hes i ta ted ,  then  looked  
up  to  the  sky ,  watch ing  the  l igh t  condense  and  fa l l  to  ear th  in  a  b lur  o f  smoke .  He  cursed  at  the  s igh t  and  
then  lowered  the  r i f le .  The  o ther  overseers  d id  the  same,  hols te r ing  thei r  r i f les  b i t t e r ly  as  they  t raced  the  
pa th  of  the  red  l igh t .  Even  the  na tives  had  lowered  the i r  weapons  in  confus ion .  Kempai ,  t ry ing  to  make  
sense  of  th i s ,  looked  to  f ind  a  fa in t  t ra i l  o f  smoke  leading  of f  towards  the  edge  of  the  quar ry .  There ,  he  
found  a  lone  f igure  set  aga ins t  the  dying  sun ,  watching  them f rom above .  
He  descended  into  the  quar ry  in  an  awkward  manner ,  as  i f  t he  act  o f  walk ing  pa ined  h im.  Kempai  
squin ted  aga ins t  the  sunl igh t  fo r  a  be t te r  look;  in  one  hand  he  clu tched  a  cane ,  l ean ing  aga ins t  i t  t o  keep  
h imse l f  upr igh t ,  the  le f t  s ide  of  h i s  body  buckl ing  benea th  h is  own weight .  His  o ther  hand  he ld  what  
looked  l ike  a  smal l  p i s to l ,  ye t  i t s  barre l  was  smal l  and  colored  a  deep  orange.  Al l  was  s i len t  as  he  made  h is  
way,  g lanc ing  down often  to  cons ider  the  crumbled  bodies  that  lay  sca t te red  across  the  quar ry .  When he  
ar r ived ,  he  was  doubled  over ,  coughing  and  f igh t ing  hard  to  draw brea th .  He  was  dressed  in  an  o ld  dus ter  
tha t  hung  loose  a round h is  f rame,  and  the  worn  ranch  ha t  atop  h is  head  jus t  bare ly  concea led  the  th ick ,  
g ray ing  locks  undernea th .  S t ruggl ing  to  s tand  upr igh t ,  he  took  one  f ina l  b rea th  and  exha led .  
"Wastefu l , "  he  sa id  to  them,  mot ion ing  to  the  bodies  tha t  lay  a t  hi s  fee t,  both  red  and  whi te .  
"Death  i s  such  a  ter r ib le  th ing."  
A v io len t  cough scraped  h is  throa t ,  but  he  managed  to  co l lect  h imse l f .  He  tu rned  then  to  Barnaby ,  
Kempai  s t il l  ly ing  a t  h i s  fee t .  
"What  have  I t o ld  you  about  k i l l ing  my workers?"  There  was  noth ing  in  h i s  vo ice ,  but  Kempai  saw a  
f ie ry  g l in t  in  h i s  eye,  as  red  the  l igh t  in  the  sky .  
"But  s i r ,  one  of  ' em t ried  to—" 
"Enough,"  he  growled .  "No more  of  th i s . "  
He  tu rned  to  the  crowd,  workers  and  overseers  a l ike .  
"Return  to  your  homes .  Al l  o f  you .  This  workday  i s  over . "  
But  before  anyone  could  pro tes t ,  the  s t ranger  was  a l ready  making  h is  way  f rom the  quar ry ,  
hobbl ing  upwards  a long  the  pathway.  Barnaby ,  looking  fur ious,  ho lste red  h is  r i f le.  
"C 'mon,"  he  ca l led  to  the  overseers ,  cas ting  a  f ina l  g lance  a t  Kempai .  
The  overseers  f i l ed  in  beh ind  Barnaby  wi thout  a  sound ,  and  the  mass  of  la rge ,  pale  men soon  
d isappeared  over  the  edge  of  the  quar ry .  Rel ie f  f looded  over  Kempai ,  but  the  pounding  in  h i s  skul l  was  
making  h im dizzy .  The  o ther  men had  rushed  over  to  him now,  the i r  muff led  voices  f i l l ing  h i s  ea rs,  ye t  he  
heard  none  of  them.  In  h i s  mind ,  he  saw a  s ing le  image ,  but  i t  wasn ' t  that  of  Huchuu ' .  i t  was  of  anothe r ,  o f  
the  s t range  man wi th  the  cane,  the  one  tha t  had  dr iven  the  overseers  away. . .  
The  one  tha t  had  saved  h is  l i fe .  
Kempai  watched  the  pyre  burn .  
They  had  gathered  here ,  in  the  cen te r  of  thei r  smal l  v i l l age ,  to  burn  the  bodies  of  the  dead .  
Bozheena ,  the  ch ie f  e lder ,  l ed  them in  the  funera l  hymn as  the  f lames  began  to  consume,  reach ing  up  in to  
the  n ight .  From al l  a round ,  vo ices  echoed  a  qu ie t  hum,  a  r ich  melody  of  sadness .  Kempai  s tood  amongst  
the  crowd,  swaying  to  the  low rhythm of  the  drum.  Voices  c r ied  out ,  and  he  fe l t  a  sof t  hand  on  h is  
shou lder ,  tha t  of  Waahni ' .  She  rested  he r  head  aga ins t  him,  watch ing  the  pyre  as  the  heap ing  mass  in  the  
cen te r  ign i ted .  The  b laze  went  up  in  a  g rea t  roar,  danc ing  red  and  orange  across  the  sky .  Somewhere  in  
the  d istance ,  a  pack  of  coyotes  c r ied  to  the  fu l l  moon.  And somewhere  jus t  ahead ,  sprawled  atop  a  mound 
of  red  sk in ,  the  body of  Huchuu '  char red  and  crumbled  into  dus t .  
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Kempai stayed until there were only embers left, smoldering beneath the moonlight. Waahni' had 
retired with the others, leaving Kempai alone with his thoughts. It should've been me on that pyre, he 
decided. And yet here he was, watching the ashes of his brothers as they blackened beneath the summer 
sky. His dearest friend was gone, and Kempai had only himself to blame. Huchuu' had given his life, yet he 
hadn't been the one to save Kempai. The image of the strange man from the quarry still lingered in his 
mind. Who was he? An overseer? He seemed to have authority, even over Barnaby. Yet why, then, would 
an overseer come to Kempai's aid? Why did he care for the lives of Kempai and his people? It didn't make 
sense... 
The ground was cool beneath him, and as Kempai pondered his thoughts he noticed that another 
had also stayed behind. It was Mumbichi, the healer. When he caught sight of Kempai, he hobbled over 
and took a seat beside him. 
It was a long time before either of them spoke. Mumbichi, with the gnarled stick he used for 
walking, scribbled something in the sand. 
"What's that?" said Kempai at last. 
"A blessing," replied Mumbichi. "So that the souls may find their way." 
Kempai nodded. His eyes followed the glowing bits of ash from the pyre as they dizzied themselves 
on the tail of a southern wind, trailing off into the night. 
"Tell me, child," Mumbichi began. "Have you come tonight to mourn your friend, or have you come 
to punish yourself?" 
Kempai lowered his head and was silent. 
"So much like his father, Huchuu' was. Kind, big-hearted. A good friend to you. Like a brother, 
some might say." 
"And I let him die." 
"Ah, I see." Mumbichi was tracing with his stick again. "Now, let me ask you another question. 
Would you give your own life to save another?" 
"Yes," said Kempai. "Without question." 
"Would you blame them?" 
Kempai looked to Mumbichi. The ember glow of the pyre shone bright in the healer's eyes. 
"Would you blame them," he repeated, "if your sacrifice saved their life?" 
"No." 
"And why not? 
"Because..." muttered Kempai. "Because it was my choice." 
"Why, then, do you blame yourself for Huchuu's death? It was his choice that saved your life, not 
your own. Blame cannot fall on those without choice." 
Again Kempai fell silent. Mumbichi spoke the truth, but he couldn't bring himself to believe it. He 
rose from the ground and approached the pyre, warming himself by the faint heat of the embers. His mind 
was flooded with bitter memories of Huchuu' as he watched the wind sift through the ashes, carrying the 
remains of his friend into the blackness. Then he thought of them, the ones who had taken so many lives, 
and wanted nothing more than strike them down with his pick, to shatter and crush them like the stone 
they forced him to mine each day. He wanted to see the look on Barnaby's face as the bullets ripped 
through his chest, shattered his skull, leaving him to bleed... 
But just as these thoughts crossed his mind, Mumbichi was beside him, holding his bony hands 
over the ashes. 
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"Ki l l ing  is  senseless / '  he  sa id ,  as  i f  Kempai  had spoken his  thoughts  a loud.  "Death  is  na tura l ,  but  to  
ki l l  another ,  to  take  l i fe,  tha t  is  the  work of  the  unnatura l ,  of  the  wicked.  Vengeance poisons  the  mind and 
dis t rac ts  a  man f rom his  t rue  purpose ."  
Kempai  looked to  the  aged healer ,  t rac ing his  out l ine  in  the  waning f i re l ight .  He was  a  leas t  a  foot  
shor ter  than Kempai ,  hunched,  wi th  br i t t le  l imbs and th ick  s t rands  of  whi te  hai r  fa l ling  to  his  shoulders .  
His  face  was  rough l ike  h ide ,  ba t tered  by the  deser t ,  but  h is  eyes  were  wild  and br ight ,  l ike  those  of  a  
chi ld .  Yet  now,  when he  looked to  Kempai ,  the  l ines  of  h is  forehead were  se t  deep wi th  worry .  
For  mi l lennia ,  men have fought  and ki l led  one  another  in  the  name of  a l l  tha t  is .  For  f reedom,  for  
power ,  for  love  and for  money.  Men have kil led  in  the  name of  the i r  countr ies ,  the i r  gods,  even for  spor t.  
And now,  men kil l  for  dus t .  The dosabite i s  supposed to  br ing l i fe ,  ye t  we s laughter  our  f r iends  and 
enemies  a l ike .  Al l  for  dus t ."  
Kempai  thought  of  the  s tores  he  had kept  h idden f rom Huchuu '  and fe l t  the  shame r ise  up  f rom 
the pit of his stomach. Then another thought crossed him, this one more shameful than the last: he knows. 
There  was  no doubt  in  Kempai ' s  mind tha t  Mumbichi  had heard  the  news by now.  
"Elder . . . I 'm. . . I 'm sorry .  I needed more  for—" 
"Waahni ' ,"  Mumbichi  sa id  a t  once.  "Your  wife  is  pregnant ,  i s  she  not?"  
Kempai ,  bewi ldered,  could  only  nod.  
"Come to  me tomorrow,  af ter  the  workday has  ended."  
And wi th  tha t ,  the  healer  s tar ted  off ,  back to  his  home at  the  hear t  of  v i l lage ,  leaving Kempai  a lone  
bes ide  the  pyre  once  more .  
Kempai  rose  before  dawn.  
The weight  of  s leeplessness  was  heavy upon him.  For  hours  he  had tossed and turned ,  replaying 
the  day 's  events  over  and over  in  h is  mind.  The haunt ing image of  Huchuu '  refused to  leave  him,  and the  
aching fear  of  Barnaby and the  overseers  s t i l l  f looded his  ve ins .  Yet  beneath  i t  a ll ,  i t  was  the  thought  of  
Mumbichi that returned to him again and again. Come to me tomorrow, after the workday has ended. 
Would he  and the  e lders  condemn Kempai  for  h is  ac t ions?  He had se l f i shly  kept  s tores  of  dosabite hidden 
f rom the  others ,  depr ived them of  the  one resource  they needed to  survive .  But  he  had done i t  for  
Waahni ' ,  for  the i r  chi ld .  For  the  sake  of  h is  family .  Yet  s t i l l ,  he  knew there  was  no excuse  for  such 
decept ion.  And he  knew the  e lders  would  not  take  his  of fense  l ight ly .  
From his  bed Kempai  s tood and dressed himself  in  the  c lo th  shi r t  and dusted  overa l ls  that  he  wore  
each workday.  He crept  across  the  one-room shack tha t  he  and Waahni '  shared,  careful  not  s t i r  her ,  and 
washed his  face  in  the  smal l  bas in  near  the  shack 's  lone  window.  He threw on his  boots  and laced them,  
but  as  he  made for  the  do r  he  turned back,  only  for  a  moment ,  to  admire  his  wife  as  she  s lept .  The way 
her  hai r  cascaded in  s leek black waves  f rom edge of  the ir  bed,  the  gentle  curve  of  her  s tomach,  r i s ing and 
fa l l ing  beneath  the  blankets ;  i t  was  the  s ight  of  her  l ike  th is ,  and the  way she  c lung to  him in  the  morning,  
her  breath  warm on his  neck,  te l l ing  h im to  s tay ,  that  made his  t ime spent  in  the  quarry  worthwhile .  He 
loathed the  workdays ,  as  all  the  men did ,  but  had begun to  take  pr ide  in  the  fac t  tha t  he  had become a  
provider  ins tead of  jus t  a  laborer ,  a  s lave .  Yet  in  an  instant ,  everything had changed.  His  s tores  were  gone ,  
se ized by the  overseers ,  and he  and Waahni '  would  now have to  spl i t  each day 's  share:  a  s ingle  ounce  of  
dosabite, given to  each man a t  the  end of  the  workday.  A s ingle  ounce,  bare ly  enough to  sa t i s fy  one  man 
le t  a lone  a  family.  
The sun had jus t  g l in ted  the  hor izon when Kempai  ar r ived a t  the  quarry ,  a  mi le  off  f rom the  smal l  
village .  He was  exhaus ted  f rom the  walk ,  h is  body a l ready fee l ing the  effec ts  of  the  lack of  dosabite.  I t  was  
s t i l l  f r ig id ly  cold  f rom the  night ' s  chi l l ,  and when he  arr ived a t  h is  a lcove he  found i t  dark  and quie t .  I t  was  
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an unfamiliar sight, unsettling, and it was then that Kempai felt Huchuu's absence at its strongest. He 
settled himself against the far wall and ran his hand across the spot where Huchuu' had been mining just 
yesterday. The sadness in his heart was overwhelming, but the time for mourning had come and gone: the 
workday had begun. 
•Kempai worked all morning and into the late afternoon, stopping only for the occasional drink and 
a small lunch of mesquite beans and cottontail meat. The sun grew unbearably hot as the day wore on, 
draining him of his energy, but he dare not rest, not when Barnaby and the overseers would be waiting to 
see how much dosabite he placed onto the pile that day. They had already tried to kill him once, and he 
didn't want to give them a reason to try again. 
Wiping the sweat from his eyes, Kempai took a moment to survey the day's work. He had dug just 
ten feet into the alcove, but his entire body was shaking violently, as if he were struggling to support the 
weight of a large stone. Mining ten ounces of dosabite in a day was difficult for two men and near 
impossible for one, yet somehow Kempai had managed to mine enough to meet his quota. The sun was 
just above the horizon now, and before Kempai could continue mining a sharp echo rose up to him from 
the quarry below. The overseers had blown their whistles: the workday had ended. 
Tossing his pick aside, Kempai gathered his pile into a cart and made his way down the sloping 
pathways to the heart of the quarry. A line had formed in front of the large pile of dosabite, and Kempai 
filed in behind the other men. Up ahead, Barnaby and the other overseers watched in amusement as the 
tired natives dumped their carts onto the pile and stooped low to collect their share, their ounce, a 
handful's worth of powder. Kempai waited a long time before he reached the tower of stone, and when 
he did he felt the eyes of every overseer upon him as he emptied his cart. He seized his handful, his body 
still shaking, and limped off to the sound of Barnaby and the overseers laughing behind him. When all of 
the men had finished, they gathered their belongings and trudged from the quarry. No one spoke as they 
walked, and Kempai felt that his voice would fail him even if he tried. 
Night was falling as they reached the village, and Kempai broke off from the others. His feet carried 
him in the direction of Mubichi, to the home of healer, but he found that his mind was entirely elsewhere. 
He no longer dreaded the fate that await him with Mumbichi; no, the fear that he felt now was for 
Waahni'. His body was deteriorating, breaking down without enough dosabite to resist the poison, yet his 
own suffering was unimportant. Waahni' was with child now, and her health was critical to the safety of 
their baby. Without dosabite, the last two beings that he loved, the two that had become his entire world, 
would perish. Kempai was willing to do whatever it took to keep them alive. And if it meant giving up more 
of his share, then so be it. 
Kempai trudged further into the village, weaving between the shacks and makeshifts where the 
other men and women made their homes. It was like wandering through a graveyard of scrap; rusted iron 
and sheet-metal as far as a m ile out, all propped and held by fraying rope and caulked with loose stones. It 
was certainly nothing like Chimney Hill, the place where the overseers made their camp. Kempai imagined 
the types of homes they must live in; large brick-and-stone monstrosities, complete with windows and 
doors and places to store their food without worry of it spoiling or being dragged off by animals. And, of 
course, there was the Silo. 
Unlike Kempai and his people, who used their stores of dosabite each night, the overseers kept a 
stockpile of powder in a massive grain silo at the heart of the compound. In fact, the Silo was so large that 
it could be seen from any place in Kempai's village, a constant, bitter reminder that they were the masters 
of this land, that they controlled the lives of Kempai's people now. In Chimney Hill, dosabite was as 
plentiful as the desert sand, and whenever the ill effects of the poisonous land were felt, all one had to do 
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was s imply  take .  Take and take and take, Kempai  spat .  If  only  he  could  reach the  Si lo :  then he  could  re turn  
what  r ight ful ly  be longed to  his  people .  If  only-
Nearby shouts  brought  Kempai  f rom his  thoughts .  Mumbichi ' s  shack was  jus t  ahead,  but  a  
commot ion was  s t i r r ing  wi th in .  A fur ious  voice  penet ra ted  through the  th in  wal ls ,  barking words  tha t  
Kempai  couldn ' t  unders tand.  He dashed towards  the  ent rance  of  the  shack,  fear ing for  Mumbichi,  but  
before  he  could  throw open the  cur ta in  that  led  ins ide  a  large  man burs t  for th ,  see thing wi th  rage .  Kempai  
recognized him immedia te ly :  i t  was  Bozheena,  the  chief  e lder .  He looked down a t  Kempai ,  burning him 
wi th  a  cold  s tare ,  and then s tormed off ,  unmindful  of  the  neighbor ing vi l lagers  tha t  had gathered out  of  
cur ios i ty .  Moments  la ter ,  Mumbichi  appeared,  looking d is t ressed.  
Return  to  your  homes,  a ll  of  you,"  he  cal led  to  the  crowd,  watching them disperse .  Then,  turning 
to  Kempai :  "Come in ,  quickly ."  
The in ter ior  of  Mumbichi ' s  home was  draped wi th  in terwoven tapes t r ies  of  varying colors  and 
smel t  s t rongly  of  burnt  tobacco.  At  the  center  of  the  room,  wedged between a  cot  and a  c lus ter  of  pot ted  
wi ldf lowers ,  was  a  handsome wooden table .  One of  it s  chai rs  had been over turned,  and Mumbichi  was  
quick to  re turn  i t  to  i t s  p lace  and offer  Kempai  a  sea t .  As  Kempai  se t t led  in ,  the  chai r  buckled beneath  his  
weight .  
"Always  the  good furni ture . . . "  Mumbichi  mut tered  as  he  seated  himself  across  f rom Kempai  and l i t  
a  candle  between them.  
"What ' s  going on?"  Kempai  asked.  
"War ,"  the  healer  repl ied .  "War  is  coming.  Bozheena has  a l ready gathered a  group of  men,  and 
they seek to  avenge thei r  fa l len  brot hers .  They plan  to  take  Chimney Hil l  wi th in  the  coming days ."  
Kempai  was  s tunned.  
"But  they ' l l  be  s laughtered I"  he  cr ied .  "Without  r i f les ,  they ' l l  be  gunned down before  they even 
reach the  se t t lement .  How can they not  see  that?"  
Mumbichi  shook his  head.  
"A man who th i rs ts  for  revenge is  not  a  man who l is tens  to  reason .  You saw Bozheena.  He came to  
me to  ask  for  my bless ing on the  batt lef ie ld .  When I re fused,  he  los t  control ."  
"Then how do we s top them?" implored Kempai .  "You must  have some idea ,  e lder .  There  must  be  
some way to  make them come to  thei r  senses ."  
Sense  is  of  the  mind,  chi ld ,"  sa id  Mumbichi ,  r i s ing to  his  feet  and dr i f t ing  towards  the  window.  
Men do not  ac t  of  the  mind,  but  of  the  hear t .  That  is  where  our  f laws lie ,  Kempai .  That  is  where  the  
violence  is  bred."  
Mumbichi  s tared  out  a t  the  black deser t ,  h is  face  se t  deep in  thought .  In  the  glow of  the  moonl ight  
that  f i l te red  through the  glass ,  the  healer  looked near  ancient  to  Kempai ,  as  i f  he  were  as  old  as  the  deser t  
i t se l f .  A gen t le  n ight  wind s t i r red  the  curta ins  in  the  doorway,  and f rom somewhere  out  in  the  sands,  
Kempai  heard  the  cr ies  of  the  coyotes  as  they danced beneath  the  ful l  moon.  
"Rhodes," sa id  Mumbichi  suddenly .  
Kempai  looked up.  
"Elder?"  
"Rhodes ,"  he  repeated .  "He can f ix  th is ."  
"There  is  a  man here  cal led  Rhodes?"  
"Not  here ,"  sa id  Mumbichi,  ges tur ing to  the  west.  "There ,  a t  Chimney Hil l .  He is  the i r  leader .  He is  
the  man that  saved your  l ife ."  
Kempai  s  mind dr i f ted  back to  the  quarry .  He was  on the  ground,  cower ing beneath  Barnaby.  Then 
came the  red  l ight ,  the  smoke t ra i l  of  the  s t range man 's  gun.  He watched him as  he  l imped toward them,  
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saw his worn, aged face as he ordered the overseers into a retreat. The man ambled back up the path, his 
followers in tow, and then disappeared, heading back...back in the direction of...Chimney Hill. Rhodes. 
Mumbichi returned to the table, his eyes shining with new understanding. Yet Kempai was 
skeptical, still struggling to grasp the healer's revelation. 
"Elder...you believe that their leader will help...us?" 
Mumbichi smiled. "You witnessed his help firsthand, child. He not only saved your life in the 
quarry, but the lives of all our people." 
"He was being noble," Kempai shrugged. "He could have every one of his overseers here tomorrow 
and kill us all in an afternoon." 
"If this is true, why hasn't he done so already?" 
But Kempai offered no reply. 
"Each of us holds a secret, and I believe that Rhodes has many that have yet to be revealed." 
"So what do you propose?" said Kempai. "How can he help us?" 
"There is one thing that all humans value above all things." 
Kempai paused for a moment and then replied. 
"Life." 
"Yes, child. Life. Not just our own lives, but the lives of others as well. Family, friends. That of 
Mother Earth. Life, in one form or another, is precious to all humans. But here, in this desert, life can only 
exist because of one thing. " 
"Dosabite," Kempai answered. "But Bozheena and the others are after blood, not powder stores." 
"Despite their words, their shouts of anger and violence, the force that propels their actions is 
fear. They may mourn their fallen brothers, as we all do, but it is the fear of death and of watching their 
families die that has moved them to act. It is nobler for a man to fight and die in the name of vengeance 
than it is for him to provoke violence out of fear." 
"But what role does Rhodes play in this?" questioned Kempai. "How can he prevent the others 
from carrying out their plan?" 
"He is their leader. Control of all dosabite lies with him, and it is he and only he that can provide us 
with enough powder to survive. With our people healthy and our stores plentiful, there will be no need for 
violence." 
Kempai sat, meditating on the words of the healer. There was no doubt that his plan was ludicrous; 
it was impossible to believe that Rhodes, the leader of the enemy, would be willing to open the Silo to 
Kempai and his people. The mere thought was insanity...but what other option did they have? 
"And you're sure that he'll help us?" asked Kempai. 
"That, my child, is a question that you shall answer for yourself," said Mumbichi, a knowing gleam 
in his eye. 
"But elder, how will I—" 
The crack of a rifle sounded in the distance followed by the echo of coyotes scattering into the 
sands. Startled, Kempai looked to Mumbichi, but the healer was calm, gazing dreamily up at him. 
"Rhodes is known to hunt coyotes every full moon," he mused. "Tomorrow, after dark, you will 
find him." 
Kempai tried to detect any sign of trepidation in the old healer, yet he found none. Mumbichi's 
words had been spoken in earnest, and Kempai could not deny him his request. If protecting his people 
and saving his family meant confronting the man called Rhodes, then he would do so. 
"As you wish, elder." 
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Kempai bowed and turned to leave, but Mumbichi caught him by the shoulder. Facing him now, 
the dreamy look on the healer's face had vanished and a cold, calculating glare had taken its place. 
You mustn t tell a soul of this, said the healer. "Not even Waahni'. It is for your sake and theirs 
that your mission remain a secret." 
Kempai, unnerved by the sight of the healer, gave Mumbichi his word. From the shack the pair 
emerged into the night, and with a few words of blessing Mumbichi sent Kempai off, waving once before 
disappearing back into his home. 
Kempai wandered home in a daze, staring up at the moon. Tomorrow, standing beneath the glow 
of the same light, he would come face-to-face with Rhodes, the man that had saved him in the quarry. Yet 
it was this man, this very same man, that had forced Kempai's people into bondage, slaves to the powder 
that gave them life. Rhodes was now the only thing standing between Kempai and his freedom. He was 
the man that could give life to so many, yet could take it all away just the same. 
Kempai's eyes flashed open. 
The sky was still dark, the stars visible against the inky black backdrop of night. It was far too early 
for him to be awake. 
But something was wrong. 
He rolled over and threw off blankets off his cot. A great knot twisted itself in his chest. There was 
an empty space beside him. Waahni' was gone. 
Kempai leapt to his feet and quickly dressed himself. The bedsheets had shown no sign of a 
struggle, yet what reason did Waahni' have to wander off at such a late hour? He lit a small stub of candle 
and hurried himself out the door. 
The world was quiet and unmoving, illuminated by the soft glow of the moon. With candle in-hand 
he fanned out over the dirt, searching for any signs of distress. He circled back around their shack, and it 
was here that he found a single pair of footprints leading off toward the edge of the village. A single pair. 
Had she been carried off? He looked again: the prints were small, delicate and shapely. These were not 
the feet of a man. Putting all thought from his mind, he began to follow the trail. 
The prints winded themselves between rows of shacks, their path pointing to the east. Kempai's 
heart was racing; the only thing that lie on this side of the village was the endless desert. Had she stolen 
off with their child? Those that wandered into the sands rarely ever returned. She had no dosabite, no 
food or water. What was her plan? 
His feet sped their pace, eyes locked on the trail. Homes blurred past with each step, and the flame 
of the candle danced wildly in the cool night wind. There was an opening up ahead, the last stretch of 
village before the sands rose up into the mighty desert. 
Then he saw it. 
A few yards off, flickering beneath a cluster of dark, twisting shadows, was a light. Kempai broke 
into a run, watching as the shadows grew taller with each step until he could see that they were a c luster 
of large snakelike trees, thin leaves rattling in the night. The mesquite grove. The small light was dancing 
beneath the largest tree of all, the great towering plant that rooted itself at the heart of the grove. Kempai 
climbed through walls of branches, never taking his eyes from the orange glow. He drew near, and as he 
did he could just make out the shape of something crouched on the ground. At the sound of his footsteps 
it turned. 
"Kempai? Is that you?" 
The light rose from the ground, and reflected in its glow were the bright green eyes of Waahni'. 
Kempai ran to her and took her in his arms. 
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"What are you doing here?" 
"My mother," said Waahni'. "She came to me in a dream. It was the first time since the night she 
passed." 
"And what did she tell you? To come here?" 
Waahni' shook her head. 
"Not tell. Showed. It was a vision of the grove, of this tree." 
She placed her hand on the great tree that towered over them. 
"But why?" 
Kempai watched as Waahni' bent to pick something from the ground. She took his hand, and in it 
she placed what felt like a small leather pouch. 
"For this." 
He untied the small bag and reached inside. Spilling the contents into his palm, he held his hand in 
the candlelight. It was a small pile of white powder. 
Kempai gasped. 
"How..." 
"In my dream, a saw a figure standing beneath this tree," said Waahni'. "They were holding 
something in their hand, and I saw them tie it to one of the branches." 
She motioned to the bag. 
"This is what I found when I came here." 
"But who would leave dosabite here, of all places?" said Kempai. 
"I believe it was a gift, given by my mother. But she wasn't the one who left it here, and she 
wouldn't say who it was that did." 
Kempai was astonished. It was at least three day's worth of dosabite, and the thought of it being 
left here for them by a stranger was hard to believe. He took a seat against the tree, and Waahni' 
followed. She curled up next to him as he fiddled with the bag. 
"When I was a l ittle girl," Waahni' began, "my mother would take me here at night to speak with 
the spirits. It was exciting for me, because after we did they would always leave their treasures for us to 
find. We would spend hours looking, and we would always find them high in the branches. Looking back, I 
always thought it was my mother that had left them there, waiting for the moment I looked away so that 
she could hang grass dolls or rabbit feet in places that were just out of my reach." 
She clutched Kempai's hand. 
"Now, I'm not so sure anymore." 
Morning was quick to come. 
Kempai arrived at the quarry feeling strong and full of life. Thanks to the extra dosabite that 
Waahni' had discovered in the grove, he now felt he had the energy to do the work of twelve men. The air 
was cold, icy on his skin, but the adrenaline that flooded his veins warmed him from the inside out. With 
his health returned to him, Kempai felt invincible. 
Again Kempai labored tirelessly through the workday, only this time he felt powerful, splitting the 
stone with ease. By noon his pile of dosabite nearly filled the cart, and long before the workday had ended 
he had already reached the day's quota. As the whistles of the overseers sounded from below, Kempai 
took hold of his cart and made his way down into the quarry. He waited his turn in the line of men, and as 
he dumped his find into the great pile of white the stares and taunting words of Barnaby and the 
overseers had no effect on him. Seizing his handful of powder he marched off to join the other men, his 
pride swelling. The spirits had granted him new life, and he would return to Waahni' knowing that they 
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had enough powder  to  las t .  Whatever  happened to  him in  the  deser t  tonight ,  he  could  d ie  happy knowing 
tha t  h is  family  would  be  taken care  of .  Someone was  watching over  them,  and for  tha t  he  was  e ternal ly  
gra teful .  
I t  was  the  las t  n ight  of  the  ful l  moon .  
Kempai  was  a l ready making his  way towards  the  sands .  As Waahni '  s lept  soundly  bes ide  him,  he  
had s l ipped out  f rom beneath  thei r  b lankets ,  dressed,  and crep t  h is  way f rom thei r  shack.  Waahni '  d idn' t  
s t i r  easi ly ,  especia l ly  wi th  the  exhaustion of  chi ldbear ing weighing upon her ,  but  i f  she  did  happen to  wake 
before  Kempai  re turned he  resolved to  te l l  her  that  he  had been invi ted  to  another  meet ing wi th  
Mumbichi .  
He made his  way through the  vi l lage,  car rying only  his  p ick  wi th  h im.  According to  the  healer ,  
Rhodes  would  be  somewhere  to  the  nor th,  hunt ing in  the  valley .  When he  had reached the  edge of  the  
vi l lage ,  he  gazed out  in to  the  empty deser t .  The darkness  was  absolute ,  enveloping the  land in  a  th ick  
c loak of  shadows.  By the  fa in t  l ight  of  the  moon he  ascended a  nearby bluff,  the  cold  wind whipping a t  h is  
skin ,  and then t rudged bl indly  in to  the  val ley  below.  Scrub grass  and cact i  lashed a t  h is  fee t  wi th  each s tep ,  
the  path  ahead concealed and l i t te red  wi th  a  th ick  growth of  deser t  brush.  His  eyes  were  useless  in  the  
dark ,  ye t  st i l l  he  pushed on,  toppl ing rocks  and snapping the  branches  of  dead t rees  as  he  went .  By the  
t ime he  reached the  val ley  f loor  h is  lower  legs  were  covered in  s t inging gashes  and the  chi l l  of  the  desert  
n ight  had f rozen him to  the  core .  Despera te  for  res t  and comfor t ,  he  cur led  himself  agains t  a  c lus ter  of  
bushes ,  fever ishly  rubbing his  hands  for  warmth.  
A nearby branch snapped underfoot .  
Kempai  f roze .  He s t ra ined his  ears ,  l i s tening c losely.  He wai ted  for  the  sound again ,  but  al l  was  
s i lent .  Had he  imagined i t?  The desert  seemed ent ire ly  empty,  no  s ign of  l i fe .  The wind,  he thought .  
Rustling the fallen branches. He recl ined agains t  the  bushes ,  s t ruggl ing to  warm himself  again .  A breeze  
rus t led  the  leaves  behind him,  but  something was  off .  The a i r  tha t  had caressed the  nape of  h is  neck 
was . . .warm.  I t  a lmost  fe l t  l ike  breath .  
Then came the  growl .  
Spr inging to  his  fee t ,  Kempai  drew his  p ick  and turned on his  heels .  It  was  s t i l l  too  dark  to  see,  ye t  
f rom the  bushes  he  could  make out  two pai rs  of  g lowing yel low eyes  s tar ing back a t  h im.  The eyes  moved 
c loser ,  giv ing way to  the  forms of  two hungry coyotes  s tepping f rom the  brush.  They f lashed thei r  jagged 
tee th  a t  Kempai ,  snar l ing  a t  h im.  They looked hungry.  He ra ised  his  pick  and swung,  but  he  missed them as  
they dashed to  the  s ide .  The l ight  of  the  moon did  l i t t le  to  a id  Kempai ,  and as  he  swung bl indly  he  fe l t  a  
sharp  tug a t  his  lower  leg.  He pul led  i t  away,  but  the  o ther  coyote  leapt  onto  his  back,  s inking his  teeth  
deep into  Kempai ' s  shoulder .  With  a  sharp  cry  he  threw the  coyote  to  the  ground and swung,  miss ing 
again .  They were  ci rc l ing  h im now,  the i r  g lowing eyes  f ixed f i rmly upon thei r  prey.  Bloody and nearly  bl ind,  
Kempai  backed toward the  bushes ,  h is  pick  held  out  in  f ront  of  h im.  The coyotes  c losed in  on  him,  ready to  
feas t  on  their  next  meal .  
The f i rs t  coyote  lunged,  but  a  bul le t  caught  i t  midai r ,  r ipping a  hole  through i t s  s ide .  I t  co l lapsed to  
the  ground,  but  before  Kempai  could  react  the  second coyote  went  for  his  neck.  Another  gunshot  f lashed,  
and the  coyote ' s  body col l ided wi th  Kempai ' s  ches t  and then fe ll  dead at  h is  feet .  Kempai  c lu tched his  
wounded shoulder ,  wincing a t  the  pain ,  and then turned to  f ind himself  b l inded by a  br ight  l ight.  He 
shie lded his  face ,  and as  his  eyes  adjus ted  to  l ight  he  could  jus t  make out  the  face  of  a  man f rom beneath  
the  glow of  a  lantern .  He was  unmis takable .  It  was  Rhodes .  
"Bul lseye ,"  he  mut tered .  
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Swinging  the  lante rn ,  he  l imped over  to  Kempai .  His  cane  was  nowhere  to  be  found ,  and  he  was  
lean ing  agains t  h i s  r i f le  fo r  suppor t .  
"You hur t?"  
Kempai  removed h is  hand  so  Rhodes  could  g l impse  his  wound.  The  coyote  had  taken  a  la rge  chunk 
of  f l esh  f rom his  shoulder ,  and  the  tat te red  remains  of  h i s  sh i r t  were  sa tura ted  wi th  blood .  
"Damn coyotes , "  g runted  Rhodes .  "We bet te r  ge t  you  back  up  to  the  camp,  son ."  
Tear ing  a  piece  of  h i s  s leeve ,  Rhodes  p laced  i t  agains t  Kempai ' s  shou lder .  The  pa in  was  immense .  
"Keep  some pressure  on  tha t . "  His  vo ice  was  rough,  bu t  the  tone  was  gent le ,  a lmos t  l ike  tha t  of  a  
paren t  comfor t ing  a  ch i ld .  Rhodes  walked  to  where  to  bodies  of  the  coyotes  lay  and  se ized  them each  by  
the  ta i l .  Dragging  them beh ind,  he  mot ioned  for  Kempai  to  fo l low.  
They  moved  forward  by  the  l igh t  o f  Rhode ' s  l an tern ,  s i l ent ,  save  for  the  sound of  the  coyotes  being  
pul led  th rough the  d i r t .  Kempai ' s  hand  was  dr ipp ing  wi th  b lood ,  and  he  was  beginning  to  grow dizzy .  
When they  came to  a  ha l t ,  Rhodes  was  sh in ing  h is  l igh t  on  a  worn  wooden  car t  s i t t ing  under  nearby  t ree .  
"Get  in , "  he  to ld  Kempai .  "No one  wi l l  see  you  in  her e . "  
Kempai  hes i ta ted .  
"Trus t  me . "  
Kempai  wasn ' t  sure  i f  he  d id ,  bu t  he  was  too  l igh theaded  to  remain  upr igh t  much  longer .  Clu tch ing  
h is  b leed ing  shoulder ,  Kempai  c l imbed in to  the  cart .  As  he  se tled  in ,  he  rea l ized  tha t  h i s  body  wasn ' t  
res t ing  on  the  car t ' s  wooden  bot tom.  Ins tead ,  he  found  himse l f  ly ing  on  a  pi le  o f  dead  coyotes .  
"Undernea th  them,"  sa id  Rhodes .  
Kempai ' s  s tomach  lurched ,  bu t  he  compl ied ,  moving  h imse l f  beneath  the  bodies .  The  car t  reeked  
of  feces  and  decay ,  bu t  Kempai  dare  no t  make  a  sound .  His  v i s ion  was  en t i rely  b locked  by  coyotes  now,  
and  two dul l  thuds  above  told  him tha t  the  p i le  had  jus t  g rown la rger .  Af te r  a  few moments ,  Kempai  fe l t  
the  car t  beg in  to  move .  
They  t raveled  for  a  t ime ,  and  Kempai  was  beginning  to  grow nauseous .  His  shoulder  was  in  
excruc ia t ing  pain ,  and  h is  mind  ran  rampant  wi th  thought .  Where  were  they  going?  Was  th i s  a l a  d ream? 
He was  ly ing  benea th  a  p i le  o f  decaying  animals ,  being  pulled  in  ca r t  by  the  leader  of  the  enemy of  h i s  
people .  Had  he  gone  mad?  Kempai  cons idered  leap ing  out  of  the  cart  and  making  a  break  back  towards  
the  vi l lage .  But  before  he  could  wi l l  h i s  body  to  move ,  the  car t  came to  a  s top .  From above,  muff led  vo ices  
f i l t e red  down to  Kempai .  
"A n ice  haul  here ,  s i r , "  sa id  one  voice.  
"Never  la id  eyes  on  beaut ies  qu ite  l ike  ' em,"  sa id  ano ther .  
"Thank you ,"  Rhodes  answered  them.  "Dinner  for  the  next  few nights . "  
The  cart  began  to  ro l l  again ,  bu t  i t  j e rked  to  a  sudden  ha l t  a  few fee t  ahead.  
"Big  uns  down at  the  bot tom?"  
This  vo ice  was  fami l ia r ,  a  mocking  cackle .  Kempai  would  know i t  anywhere .  Barnaby. 
"Min  i f  I  hava  look?"  
Kempai  went  whi te  as  the  p i le  above  h im began  sh i f t .  He  t r ied  to  lower  h imse l f  fu rther  into  the  
car t ,  bu t  h i s  back  was  a lready  pressed  t ight  aga ins t  the  wood.  He  he ld  h i s  b rea th .  
"Shouldn ' t  you  be  on  watch?"  in te r rupted  Rhodes .  
There  was  a  pause .  Kempai ' s  hear t  was  near ly  bea t ing  out  of  h i s  chest .  
"He ' s  r igh t , "  came the  f i r s t  vo ice  again .  " I t ' s  a fter  midnight . "  
"Sor ry ,  s i r , "  sa id  the  second,  embarrassed .  " I t  won ' t  happen  aga in ."  
The  sound of  foo t s teps  t ra i led  away f rom the  cart ,  bu t  Kempai  could  sense  tha t  Barnaby  hadn ' t  
moved .  The  a i r  was  th ick  wi th  tens ion ,  and  Kempai  wai ted  b rea th les s ly  for  what  seemed l ike  an  ete rn i ty  
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before  the  crunch  of  heavy  foot fa l l s  reached  h is  ea rs .  He  exha led ,  but  h i s  re l ie f  was  shor t  l ived :  they  were  
on  the  move  aga in .  
Kempai  was  s t ruggl ing  to  remain  consc ious ,  the  b lood- loss  beginn ing  to  take  i t s  to l l .  F inal ly ,  a f te r  
what  had  fe l t  l ike  hours  in  the  cart ,  they  s topped  for  good .  The  bodies  p i led  on  Kempai  began  to  sh i f t  
aga in ,  and  when the  las t  coyote  was  removed he  found  h imsel f  s ta r ing  up  at  Rhodes .  His  face  was  worn  
and  t i red ,  but  h i s  eyes  burned  wi th  the  same f i re  tha t  Kempai  had  seen  in  the  quar ry .  
"Close  one,  eh?"  
He reached  down and  of fe red  Kempai  a  hand .  
"Easy  does  i t , "  he  sa id ,  pu l l ing  Kempai  to  h is  feet .  "You' re  sa fe  here .  Now,  le t 's  ge t  you  p a tched  
up ."  
But  Kempai  hadn ' t  heard  h im.  His  eyes  were  t ra ined  upward ,  locked  on  the  mass ive  s t ruc ture  tha t  
now towered  before  them.  I t  was  magni f icen t ;  a  la rge  manor  of  wood and  s tone ,  adorned  with  
sh immer ing  g lass  windows and  sur rounded  wi th  a  wrought  i ron  fence .  Kempai  had  never  seen  anything  
l ike  i t  be fore .  
"This  way ,"  ca l led  Rhodes ,  head ing  towards  the  f ron t  gate .  Kempai ,  s ti l l  gap ing  a t  the  manor ,  
fo l lowed Rhodes  as  he  l i f ted  the  la tch  and  lead  them a long  a  s tone  pathway and  up  to  the  grea t  wooden  
f ron t  doors .  
When he  s tepped  ins ide ,  Kempai ' s  eyes  grew wider  st i l l .  He  was  in  a  large  ha l l ,  wi th  marb le  f loors  
and  wal l s  o f  r ich  dark  wood.  There  were  f ine  tapes t r ies  hung  f rom the  th ick  beams overhead ,  and  an  
e legant  rug  ran  i t se l f  f rom the  cen te r  of  the  room to  the  grand  s ta i r case  ahead  and  then  up  to  the  landing  
above .  The  main  chamber  branched  of f  into  addi t iona l  rooms,  a ll  spac ious  and  elegant ,  and  Kempai  was  
sure  tha t  he  mus t  be  dreaming .  
" I  see  you ' re  a  man of  few words ,"  sa id  Rhodes .  "But  I won ' t  compla in ."  
" I s  th i s  your  home?"  Kempai  b lur ted .  He  apologized  immedia te ly ,  fee l ing  tha t  h i s  inqui ry  had  been  
rude .  Yet  Rhodes ,  nodding  proudly ,  seemed to  take  i t  a s  a  compl iment .  
"Sure  i s , "  he  sa id .  "But  you've  got  more  impor tan t  th ings  to  worry  about  r igh t  now."  
He  mot ioned  to  Kempai ' s  shoulder .  
"Why don ' t  we  get  you  cleaned  up?"  
Taking  the  lead,  he  led  Kempai  up  the  s ta ircase  and  a long  the  upper  landing  to  a  room tha t  
over looked  the  f ront  o f  the  house .  Opening  the  door ,  Kempai  found  h imse l f  in  what  appeared  to  be  
Rhodes '  s tudy .  Thick ,  l ea ther -bound books  l ined  the  wal l s ,  and  at  the  cen te r  of  the  room was  a  wooden  
desk  tha t  faced  the  la rge  window occupying  the  fa r  wal l ,  the  d im f i re ligh ts  o f  Chimney Hi ll  v i s ib le  f rom 
somewhere  just  be low.  Rhodes  pul led  a  sea t  a long  the  desk ,  o f fe r ing  i t  to  Kempai ,  and  then  began  
rummaging  through the  drawers .  He  p laced  a  smal l  meta l  k i t  on to  the  desk ,  f rom which  he  produced  a  
bot t l e  of  c lear  l iqu id .  Sp lash ing  some onto  a  c loth ,  he  moved  bes ide  Kempai .  
"Sorry  about  th i s ,  but  i t' l l  he lp ."  
Rhodes  pressed  the  c lo th  to  Kempai  s  shoulder  and  h is  wound s tung  wi th  an  unimaginable  pa in.  I t  
was  agoniz ing ,  as  i f  a  f i re  had  been  l i t  on  Kempai ' s  sk in ,  burn ing  h is  f lesh  s t raight  th rough to  the  bone .  
Wi th  each  dab  of  the  c lo th  Kempai  s t ruggled  to  remain  s i lent ,  to  no t  c ry  ou t,  but  the  pa in  was  unl ike  
anyth ing  he  had  fe l t  in  h i s  l ife .  When Rhodes  had  f in i shed ,  he  poured  each  of  them a  g lass  o f  whiskey  and  
se t t l ed  in  the  a rmchai r  beh ind  h is  desk .  Rhodes  downed h is  d r ink  in  one  gulp  whi le  Kempai  eyed  h is  own 
glass  with  d i sin teres t .  
"Now,  te l l  me,"  sa id  Rhodes ,  c lear ing  h is  th roa t .  "What  the  he l l  were  you  doing  out  there ,  son?"  
Kempai  fe l t  the  weight  of  Rhodes '  eyes  upon  him as  h is  mind  sc rambled  for  the  r ight  answer  to  the  
ques t ion .  There  were  so  many ques t ions  he  s t i l  had  h imsel f .  
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"I was looking for you/' was all he could manage. 
"Me?" Rhodes let out a tired laugh. "Why on earth would you want to be doing that?" 
He thinks I'm a fool, Kempai panicked. He's never going to believe me. 
"There...there's going to be...an attack." 
Rhodes, who had been pouring himself a second glass of whiskey, looked up. 
"An attack?" said Rhodes. "By whom? My men?" 
But before Kempai could answer, Rhodes went on, growing furious. 
"Those...bastards! Disobeying me, disrespecting my authority. Of all the no-good...it was Barnaby, 
wasn't it? He put them up to this! That son of a b itch is nothing but—" 
"Sir?" interrupted Kempai. "It...it wasn't Barnaby. Your men aren't responsible." 
Rhodes shot him a confused look. 
"What do you mean?" he snapped. 
"...my people," said Kempai hesitantly. "They are the ones plotting the attack." 
Kempai waited for a reaction, for Rhodes to grow angrier still. But instead, he rose and turned his 
back to Kempai, staring from the window behind his desk. When he looked back, the expression on his 
face was not one of rage, but of hurt. 
"Why?" he said in a low voice. "Why would they do this?" 
"Dosabite," Kempai answered. "The men they...they aren't bringing enough home. Their families 
are dying. They're becoming desperate." 
Rhodes nodded his understanding, yet offered no reply. 
"I've come to ask for your help," Kempai continued. "If my people carry out an attack on Chimney 
Hill, they will surely die at the hands of your men. Barnaby and the others...they'll come for us, all of us. A 
war will bring about the end of my people. They'll kill us all." 
Again, Rhodes was silent. He remained at the window, staring out into the night. Kempai waited 
breathlessly for a response, the minutes dragging on as his heartbeat pounded in his ears. Rhodes was 
going to deny him, and his people's fate would be sealed. 
"What's your name?" Rhodes asked suddenly, turning to face him now. 
"K-Kempai," he replied. 
There was a pause. 
"Alright, Kempai," Rhodes said at once. "I will help you." 
Kempai stared. Had he heard him correctly? 
"But sir...the dosabite..." 
"You and your people may take freely from the Silo," said Rhodes. "As much as you need to 
support yourselves and you families." 
Kempai's heart nearly leapt from his chest. Enough dosabite for the entire village! It was the best 
news he'd ever heard; it was amazing, incredible, it was...too good to be true. No, he couldn't believe it. It 
had been too easy, too quick. This wasn't right. This definitely wasn't right. 
Rising to his feet, Kempai glared at Rhodes. 
"Why?" he demanded. 
"I'm sorry?" 
"Why are you helping us? Why now, why all of a sudden?" 
Kempai's thoughts were racing; he knew he should stop, should just shut his mouth, but he 
couldn't. He refused to. 
"For decades my people have survived on the scraps of your own. Your men have slaughtered my 
ancestors and defiled our land, and now you wish to help us? It doesn't make sense! Why now, after years 
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of  deprivat ion,  do you choose to  provide us  with the one resource we need to  survive? Why now do you 
care  for  the people  you 've enslaved?" 
Rhodes gazed fixedly a t  Kempai .  To his  r ight  s tood a  large bookshelf ,  and without  a  word he moved 
to  i t  and retr ieved something from the highest  shelf .  When he returned,  he had a  small  journal  c lutched in 
his  hands.  
"Have you ever  been in love before?" 
Utter ly  confused,  Kempai  nodded his  reply .  
I am not  a  good man,  Kempai .  There are  many things I 've  done in my l i fe t ime that  I am ashamed 
of .  I cannot  erase the mistakes,  nor  can I forget  them. The only thing I can do now is  t ry  to  make up for  
them."  
He seated himself  a t  his  desk.  
"When I was young,  long before  you and many of  the  others  were born,  my father  and I came to  
Chimney Hil l  as  refugees.  We were forced to  leave our  set t lement  near  the Sierra  Nevada af ter  the 
dosabite ran dry,  and along the way many of  the men and women who accompanied us  per ished from 
exposure and deprivat ion.  We were in desperate  need of  dosabite,  and my father ,  who was leader  a t  the 
t ime,  bel ieved that  that  area around Chimney Hil l  was r ich in  deposi ts  of  untouched powder .  Well  he  was 
only half-r ight .  When we arr ived,  we found that  the dosabite had already been laid c la im to  by your  
people .  The other  men in our  group proposed that  we form an agreement  with the nat ives ,  but  my father  
wouldn ' t  hear  of  it .  He was desperate ,  hungry for  power and hel l -bent  on control l ing the dosabite So 
what  did he do? He took i t ,  and he forced the nat ives  to  mine the quarry for  us .  He deprived them of  the 
dosabde to  keep them weak,  and he forced them to bui ld  the  Si lo  and this  manor  as  constant  reminders  of  
his  superior i ty .  When he passed,  I became leader  and I in tended to  rule  as  he did.  But  that  was unt i l . . . "  
He cradled the small  book in his  hands,  running his  f ingers  a long i ts  pages.  
Her  name was Bai 'ya .  I was  hare  hunt ing in the  val ley one af ternoon when I came across  her  She 
had been foraging,  gather ing cact i  f lowers  a long the bluffs ,  and when I la id  eyes  on her  for  the fi rs t  t ime I 
was immediately taken by her  beauty.  Her  long black hair ,  her  sparkl ing green eyes.  I loved her  before  I 
even knew her  name.  For  many months I would sneak from the manor under  the cover  of  night  and meet  
her  in  the  mesqui te  grove on the edge of  the vi l lage.  She was everything to  me,  and I longed to  make her  
my wife .  But  the  other  men. . .what  would they think? To have relat ions with the nat ives  was considered an 
abominat ion.  So I kept  our  love hidden.  Oh,  how I wish I could take it  a l l  ba ck."  
Rhodes s ighed deeply and poured himself  another  glass  of  whiskey.  Kempai ,  who had been 
l is tening intent ly ,  was ut ter ly  t ransf ixed by his  words.  Throwing the drink back,  Rhodes cleared his  throat  
and cont inued.  
"We cont inued to  meet  in  secret  each night ,  and I bel ieved she was happy.  But  then one night  as  I 
wai ted for  her  in  our  meeting place,  she never  came.  I s tayed unt i l  morning,  wai t ing for  her  to  appear '  yet  
she never  did.  I wai ted the next  night,  and night  af ter  that .  I wai ted and wai ted for  her ,  Kempai ,  but  she 
never  came.  I never  saw her  again.  No explanat ion,  nothing."  
He took a  deep breath and exhaled,  gather ing himself  for  what  came next .  
"I t  wasn ' t  unt i l  years  la ter  that  I d iscovered she had been pregnant ."  
As the words entered Kempai 's  mind,  everything made sense to  him now. 
"So you ' re  protect ing your  chi ld ,"  said Kempai.  
Rhodes nodded.  
"Barnaby and the overseers ,  they see no need to  keep your  people  around any longer .  We have 
enough s tores  of  dosabite to  keep the few of  us  sat isf ied for  the rest  of  our  l ives .  As much as  I deny i t ,  they 
are  beginning to  see this .  The quarry,  the  mining.  The labor  that  you perform.  The purpose of  al l  these 
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th ings  i s  to  prove  your  wor th  to  them.  But  sooner  o r  la te r ,  they ' l l  rea l ize  th i s ,  and  they  wi l l  ki l l  me .  From 
there ,  i t ' s  on ly  a  mat ter  of  t ime  before  they  come for  your  people ."  
Kempai ' s  mind  was  rac ing .  
"But  your  ch i ld , "  he  sa id  at  once .  "Wouldn ' t  they  take  power  a fte r  your  death?"  
"Normal ly ,  yes, "  Rhodes  rep lied .  "Wi th  cont ro l  o f  Chimney Hil l  and  a l l  i t s  resources ,  they  could  
dr ive  Barnaby  and  the  overseers  ou t.  But  tha t ' s  jus t  i t .  I  don ' t  know who i t  is . "  
He  opened  the  smal l  book  and  handed  i t  to  Kempai .  
"This  was  Bai 'ya ' s  journa l .  I s tumbled  upon i t  in  the  mesqui te  groves  many years  ago .  I t r i ed  to  read  
i t ,  bu t  mos t  of  i t  i s  wr i t t en  in  a  language  I can ' t  unders tand ."  
Taking  the  book ,  Kempai  recognized  the  words  and  symbols  immedia te ly .  
"This  i s  the  Old  Language ,"  sa id  Kempai .  "But  I  can ' t  unders tand  i t .  The  e lders  a re  the  only  ones  
tha t  can  read  thi s  l anguage  now."  
Rhodes  looked  disappoin ted .  
"Whatever  th i s  books  says ,  i t  might  revea l  the  ident i ty  of  the  chi ld .  I need  you  to—" 
The  la rge  window f rom beh ind  Rhodes '  desk  c racked  and  exploded  as  a  br igh t  l igh t  f looded  the  
room.  Both  men dove  f rom the i r  sea t s  as  Rhodes '  desk  burs t  in to  f lames ,  sca t te r ing  f i re  and  broken  g lass  
across  the  room.  A f lur ry  of  gunshots  echoed  ou ts ide ,  and  v io len t  shouts  f i l l ed  the  n ight .  Scrambl ing  to  the  
window,  Kempai  looked  ou t  to  f ind  a  hor r i f ic  s i t e .  Chimney Hil l  was  a l igh t  wi th  f lames ,  devour ing  the  
homes  of  the  overseers .  Shots  rang  out  as  the  shapes  of  men dashed  pas t  the  burn ing  bui ld ings ,  toss ing  l it  
to rches  th rough windows and  open  doors .  There  was  a  b lur  o f  bodies ,  bu t  Kempai  could  see  that  many of  
them were  dressed  in  coyote  sk in ,  the ir  faces  pain ted  a  deep  red .  His  hear t  sank.  I t  was  Bozheena  and  the  
o thers .  The  a t tack  had  begun.  
The  room was  catch ing  fas t,  and  f rom somewhere  down be low the  sound of  more  windows 
sha t te r ing  reached  Kempai ' s  ears .  
"They ' re  burn ing  the  p lace  down!"  came Rhodes  vo ice  f rom across  the  room.  "We need  to  move!"  
Kempai  got  to  h is  fe t  and  spr in ted  towards  the  doorway,  near ly  co l l id ing  wi th  Rhodes  as  he  
quick ly  l imped  h is  way  in to  the  hal lway .  Even  wi th  h i s  bad  leg ,  Rhodes  was  moving  faste r  than  Kempai ,  
rounding  the  corners  of  the  ha llway wi th  ease  as  he  led  them to  the  landing  above  the  s ta i rcase .  The  
sh in ing  en t rance  ha l l  was  now covered  in  f l ame,  the  f ine  tapes t r i es  and  carpet  b lackening  in  the  f i re .  They  
descended  the  s ta ircase ,  the  hea t  s t ing ing  Kempai ' s  sk in  as  they  weaved  through the  f lames .  They  reached  
the  bot tom,  bu t  before  they  could  act  a  s ickening  c rack  sounded  f rom above .  A mass ive  burn ing  beam 
r ipped  i t se l f  f rom the  ce i l ing  and  p lummeted  downward .  Kempai  ducked  as ide ,  bu t  Rhodes  was  too  la te .  
The  beam st ruck  h im,  c rush ing  the  man benea th  i t s  weight .  
"Rhodes!"  
Kempai  sc rambled  to  h is  s ide  and  t r ied  to  l i f t  t he  beam,  but  i t  was  fa r  too  heavy.  The  f i re  was  
ea t ing  a t  the  wood,  burn ing  Kempai  as  he  t r ied  to  l i f t  i t ,  bu t  s t il l  he  wouldn ' t  qu i t .  As  the  flames  drew in  
c loser ,  Rhodes  reached  ou t  and  se ized  Kempai ' s  a rm.  He  pul led  h im close ,  h i s  eyes  growing  dark .  
" . . . the . . .d ia ry . . . save . . . the  d ia ry . . . . "  
" I 'm not  leaving  you!"  c r ied  Kempai ,  but  Rhodes  had  released  h is  a rm and  pushed  h im away.  
"Go. . . "  he  coughed .  "Find . . .my ch i ld . "  
Wi th  the  f lames  c los ing  in ,  Kempai  had  no  choice .  He  leapt  back  up  the  s ta ircase  and  dashed  in to  
Rhodes '  s tudy.  The  f i re  was  everywhere ,  bu t  on  the  f loor ,  bes ide  the  desk ,  he  spot ted  the  smal l  book  tha t  
was  Bai 'ya ' s  d ia ry .  He  grabbed  the  d iary  and  made  h is  way  back  down the  ha l lway,  but  the  f i re  was  now 
blocking  h i s  path .  The  f loor  was  beginning  to  c rumble  benea th  h is  fee t ,  and  Kempai  rushed  through a  
nea rby  door  in to  a  smal l  bedroom.  The  f lames  fo l lowed him inside ,  eat ing  a t  the  wal l s  and  furni tu re .  There  
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was a  smal l  window opposi te  h im,  and Kempai  ran  to  i t  and looked out .  The ground below was  too dark  to  
see ,  but  he  had no choice .  As  the  f i re  crept  up f rom behind,  he  shat te red  the  window and leapt  out  of  i t .  
He c losed his  eyes ,  bracing for  the  impact  of  the  sol id  ground.  I t  never  came.  Ins tead,  he  plunged headlong 
in to  a  s tore  of  dr inking water .  Dripping and f reezing,  he  leapt  f rom the  tub and began running.  
When he  reached the  vi l lage,  a  crowd of  people  were  wai t ing  a t  i t s  edge,  s tar ing off  in to  the  
dis tance .  The f lames  of  Chimney Hil l  were  br ight  and vis ib le  agains t  the  night  sky,  and Kempai ,  h is  body 
weak and fr ig id,  col lapsed onto  the  ground.  As the  others  rushed over  to  help ,  he  c lu tched the  diary  tight ly  
agains t  h is  ches t .  Even f rom here ,  he  could  see  the  out l ine  of  Rhodes'  manor ,  raging wi th  f lame as  i t  s lowly 
burned to  the  ground.  
The meet ing would  be  held  a t  sundown.  
Everyone knew what  had happened.  Those  who weren ' t  there  to  watch had heard  f rom those  who 
had,  and the  a i r  in  the  vi llage  was  heavy wi th  mourning and fear .  There  was  no workday,  nor  would  there  
ever  be  again .  No one  dared leave  the ir  homes.  
Kempai  sa t  by the  window of  h is  shack,  s tar ing out  at  the  sky.  The sun was  jus t  beginning to  make 
i t s  descent ,  cas t ing long shadows over  the  vi l lage .  In  an  hour ' s  t ime,  he  would  gather  wi th  the  other  men 
to  decide  the  fa te  of  thei r  v il lage .  War  was  upon them now,  the  a t tacks  on Chimney Hil l  serving as  the  
cata lys t .  Bozheena and the  others ,  the  fool ish  men that  had l i t  the  f i res ,  had per ished in  the  a t tacks,  but  
the  overseers  weren ' t  sa t i s f ied .  They wanted revenge.  With  Rhodes  gone,  Barnaby was  now free  to 'do  as  
he  pleased.  And he  wanted them dead.  Every  las t  one  of  them.  
Waahni '  sa t  bes ide  Kempai ,  redress ing his  wound.  She was  tender ,  but  Kempai  knew she  was  angry 
wi th  h im.  He had lef t  her  and thei r  unborn chi ld  a lone ,  to  r isk  h is  l i fe  to  f ind a  man that  could 've  ki l led  h im 
too .  She had not  spoken to  him s ince  he  had re turned the  night  before .  
" I 'm sorry ,"  he  sa id  to  her .  "Mumbichi  to ld  me to  keep my business  wi th  Rhodes  a  secret  f rom 
everyone,  inc luding you."  
Waahni ' ,  ty ing a  c lo th  around his  shoulder,  shook her  head.  
^ What  were  you th inking,  Kempai?"  she  demanded.  "How could  you put  yourse l f  a t  r i sk  l i ke  tha t?"  
"I  d id  i t  for  our  people .  I was  t ry ing to  s top the  a t tack."  
"Stop the  a t tack?"  shouted Waahni ' .  "You were  near ly  ki lled  in  i t !  How could  you leave  us  a lone  
l ike  that?"  
She was  becoming hyster ica l .  
"And now you 're  going to  f ight  those  monsters!  They ' re  going to  ki ll  us ,  Kempai ,  and there ' s  no  
way of  s topping them."  
Kempai  took hold  of  Waahni '  and held  her  c lose .  She  bur ied  her  face  in to  his  ches t  and wept  her  
sobs  muff led  by the  c lo th  of  h is  sh i r t .  
"When that  day comes,  I have  to  go.  I have  f ight  wi th  the  others ."  Kempai  c lu tched her  t ight ly  "But  
I p romise  tha t  when I do ,  I wi l l  come back."  
When the  sun reached the  hor izon,  Kempai  k issed Waahni '  goodbye and made his  way through the  
vi l lage .  The meet ing house,  which l ie  near  the  southern  edge,  was  eas i ly  the  larges t  s t ructure  in  the  
vi l lage .  I t  was  not  a  s ingle  bui ld ing,  but  ra ther  a  ser ies  of  shacks  pressed together ,  c rea t ing a  space  large  
enough to  hold  a  number  of  men a t  one  t ime.  He arr ived jus t  as  the  sun was  beginning to  set ,  and when 
he  entered he  found that  a  number  of  men were  miss ing f rom the  group.  These  were  the  other  men,  the  
ones  that  had a lso  given thei r  l ives  a longside  Bozheena a t  Chimney Hil l .  Near ly  hal f  the  seats  se t  around 
the  large  gather ing table  were  empty.  
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At the  head of  the  table,  the  large  chai r  normal ly  taken by Bozheena was  occupied by another .  This  
was  Bungu,  another  of  the  e lders .  He was  a  ta l l  man,  wi th  a  powerful  bui ld  and a  long face .  Bungu was  
speaking wi th  Mumbichi ,  who was  seated  di rec t ly  bes ide  him.  Around them,  the  other  e lders  conversed 
wi th  one  another ,  and a long the  table  the  other  men of  the  vi l lage  were  convers ing as  wel l .  As  Kempai  
sea ted  himself ,  the  noise  of  the  room began to  lessen unt i l  the  a i r  had gone completely  s i lent .  
Bungu was  the  f i rs t  one  to  speak.  
"Brothers ,  our  people  are  faced wi th  a  great  threat .  The overseers ,  wi th  the i r  guns  and thei r  
powder ,  seek to  des t roy our  way of  l i fe .  We do not  know when,  we do not  know how,  but  they wil l  be  
coming for  us .  And they wil l  show us  no mercy."  
Whispers  rose  up f rom the  crowd of  men,  but  Bungu ra ised a  hand to  s i lence  them.  
"During th is  t ime,  we f ind ourse lves  a t  a  great  loss .  Las t  n ight ,  Bozheena,  our  beloved chief  and 
leader ,  fe l l  v ic t im to  the  murderous  ways  of  the  overseers .  Many noble  men were  los t  in  the  bat tle  a t  
Chimney Hil l ,  and we wil l  f ight  to  honor  thei r  memory."  
Noble...honor their memory... Kempai  had a  fee l ing that  th is  speech was  eer i ly  s imi lar  to  the  one 
Bozheena had given his  men to  rouse  them into  bat t le .  Looking over  to  Mumbichi ,  Kempai  could  te l l  tha t  
he  was  th inking the  same thing.  The healer  was  beginning to  look unset t led .  
"With  Bozheena gone,  we require  a  new leader ,  one  that  wi l l  lead  u s  to  vic tory  agains t  our  enemy.  
We need a  man that  wi ll  show no mercy to  our  enemies ,  one  that  wi l l  make them suffer  now as  we have 
for  genera t ions .  My brothers ,  I s tand before  you today a  man wil l ing  to  f ight  and die  to  assure  the  survival  
of  our  people .  And I would  be  honored to  be  your  leader ."  
Many of  the  men in  the  crowd nodded thei r  approval,  but  Kempai  wasn ' t  fooled.  If  Bungu be came 
chief, then they would stand no chance at defeating the overseers. Vengeance poisons the mind, distracts 
a man from his  true purpose,  echoed the  words  of  Mumbichi .  The massacre  a t  Chimney Hil l  could  a t tes t  to  
that .  
"Let  us  cas t  our  votes ,"  began Bungu.  "Each man may vote  only  once ,  and the  e lders  wil l  speak 
f i rs t . "  
Deheya ' ,  a  lanky man wi th  long arms,  rose  to  his  feet .  
"Bungu,"  he  sa id  proudly .  Bungu rose  f rom his  sea t  and bowed,  accept ing the  nominat ion.  
Next  came Weda ' ,  who was  round and covered in  th ick  hai r .  
"Bungu,"  he  echoed,  and again  the  vote  was  acknowledged.  
Three  more  e lders  s tood,  three  more  bows.  
"Bungu",  "Bungu",  "Bungu".  
Kempai  was  growing nervous  as  each e lder  s tood and declared the  name of  Bungu.  When i t  was  
Mumbichi ' s  turn  to  speak,  he  rose  and faced the  crowd.  All  eyes  were  upon him,  and Kempai  couldn ' t  help  
but  wonder  who he 'd  cas t  h is  vote  for .  Would  i t  be  for  Weda '?  Or  maybe Bo 'nai ,  the  welder .  Daa 'bu?  
Mumbichi  c leared his  throa t .  
"I  cas t  my vote  for  Kempai ."  
The room fel l  s i lent .  Kempai ,  sea ted  in  the  far  corner  of  the  room,  was  shocked.  On weak knees  he  
s tood and looked to  Mumbichi .  The e lder  bowed to  him,  and he  re turned i t  wi th  a  bow of  h is  own.  Bungu 
was  not  p leased .  
"And what  qual i f ies  th is  man to  be  leader?"  he  snapped at  Mumbichi ,  r i s ing to  his  feet .  "Why have 
you e lec ted  a  common man over  an  e lder?"  
Mumbichi  turned to  him,  unwavering.  
"I  wi l l  le t  Kempai  answer  that  h imself ."  
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Again, the attention of the room shifted back towards Kempai. He swallowed hard, but he stood 
firm. 
"Brothers, this war we are fighting cannot be one of vengeance. To believe killing to be a noble act 
is to condemn all goodness in the world. The attack on Chimney Hill was not an act of nobility or honor 
but was instead one of fear. Vengeance is the cloak that men wear to hide their horrors, their deepest' 
fears. But we must come to accept that we as men, we as human beings, are afraid of death. We fear 
death above all things, and we will commit unspeakable acts to distance ourselves from it. Bozheena and 
the men who died on Chimney Hill gave into this temptation, invoking their fallen brothers to conceal their 
fear of death. We cannot make the same mistake that they did. We must come to understand our fear to 
embrace ,t. Vengeance poisons the mind and distracts a men from their true purpose. If we wish to win 
this war, then we must fight to survive, to preserve. We must not fight only to kill." 
A great cheer rose from the men, but Bungu silenced them again, clearly unimpressed. 
"A moving speech, but this man does not understand the nature of these brutes. They are 
heartless, and they've slaughtered more of us than you could imagine. As leader, I will make them pay for 
what they've done." 
It was time now for the other men to vote. The first to rise was Kikah. 
"Kempai," he declared, and Kempai, stunned, bowed to him. 
Next came Haih. 
"Kempai." 
Then Baingwi. 
"Kempai." 
Around the table the votes were cast, each man calling out Kempai's name. Bungu was furious but 
he remained silent, waiting until the voting had concluded. When the last man had spoken he rose to his 
feet once more. 
"By a majority vote, 43-7, the new chief is..." he scowled towards the opposite side of the table 
shaking his head. "The one called Kempai." 
Cheers erupted from the other men, and Mumbichi applauded loudly. Kempai sat, stunned, 
absorbing the news. Chief. How could he possibly lead these men into battle and come out victorious? He 
new nothing of battle or strategy: he had never even killed a man before. Bungu could outmatch him on 
e battlefield, but what was needed to win this war was something that Kempai already had buried 
somewhere deep inside. He had strength, true courage. The love he had for his people was much stronger 
than his hatred for the enemy, and with his brothers beside him he believed that nothing could best them 
He would fight Barnaby and the overseers, he would give all he had, and he would come out victorious. 
They came at dawn. 
There were a dozen of them, all marching down from the smoldering remains of Chimney Hill They 
wa ked with their weapons drawn, closing in on the village. The sun was beginning to break through the 
ar ness of the early morning, and the shadows of the overseers creeping out across the sands. Barnaby 
was in the lead, the butt of his cigarette glowing, reflecting the murderous fire that blazed in his eyes. 
Kempai and his men lie in wait. They were holed up in the various dark and empty homes of the 
village, their picks sharpened and at the ready. The women and children were in the farthest shacks to the 
east, far behind where the men had stationed themselves, but all Kempai could think about was Waahni' 
The way she held to h.m, refusing to let him go when he had said goodbye. He had kissed her a thousand 
times and the swell of her stomach twice as many. They were his only reason to live, and he would not let 
Barnaby come between them. 
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As the overseers strolled into the village, they began firing through the dirty windows of shacks, 
their bullets echoing off the rusted metal. They stormed through the doors, smashing everything in sight. 
They toppled shacks and set fire to them, finding that their inhabitants had long since fled. Barnaby was 
growing impatient. 
"Hidin', eh?" he called into the empty village. "Jus like a redboy to do. Playin' coward ain't gonna 
save yer skin fer long!" 
They began to move quicker, carving a path of destruction. But Kempai wasn't worried. They were 
no match for Barnaby and the overseers out in the open, but they had the element of surprise on their 
side. With the help of the others, he had devised a strategic attack, but it required patience. With the 
overseers gaining, it would only be a matter of time. 
The overseers appeared at the center of the village, setting their sights on the home of Mumbichi. 
The windows were closed tight, and the curtains in the doorway were drawn to conceal whatever lay 
inside. A broad grin stretched itself across Barnaby's face. 
"Well well, it looks like we found our first victim!" he crowed. The overseers immediately took 
positions around the shack, aiming their rifles. Barnaby stood in front of the doorway, his own rifle held 
high. 
"Them windows and curtains ain't gonna keep you safe for long, redskin!" 
The overseers fired into the shack, but just as the bullets pierced the metal walls the sound of 
shack doors rattled from all around. Kempai and his men charged at the backs of the overseers, their picks 
in front of them. Before the overseers could react the men were upon them, striking them down with 
their picks. Barnaby began firing wildly, but his each of his bullets missed its target. A crowd of men 
charged him, ripping the rifle from his hands, but he managed to shake them off. Barnaby staggered past 
the crowds, and Kempai caught sight of him as the made his way back through the village. Seizing a rifle 
from the ground, Kempai took off after him. Barnaby quickly weaved his way through the village, but 
Kempai was close on his tail. He rounded a bend, and Kempai lost sight of him, but he knew he couldn t be 
far. He turned the corner, running as fast as his feet would carry him, and— 
Kempai froze. Barnaby was running north, toward the valley. But he wasn't alone. Slung over his 
shoulder, head bobbing back and forth, was a woman. Her sleek black hair was unmistakable. 
Waahni'! 
Kempai dashed after them, his feet pounding against the earth. What was Waahni' doing away 
from the others? Had she come looking for him? A rage unlike any other had come over Kempai now, and 
he wanted nothing more than to put a bullet straight through Barnaby's head. Kempai scaled the bluff into 
the valley, closing in on Barnaby as he raced through the scrub grass. When Kempai had come close 
enough, Barnaby halted and turned back, holding Waahni' by the throat. He pulled a pistol from his belt 
and pressed it against Waahni's temple. 
"Don't come any closer, boy! If you pull that trigger, I blow her head to pieces!" 
"Put the gun down!" Kempai demanded. "I'm not afraid to shoot you!" 
"No chance!" Barnaby cackled. "I'm the one callin' the shots now!" 
He pressed the barrel hard against Waahni's forehead, and she cried out. 
"Let her go!" Kempai shouted, but Barnaby only held her tighter. 
"I don't think so. I reckon I'll take this gal home with me tonight." He caressed her body with his 
free hand. "Mmmm. I never been with a redskin before." 
But Kempai had had enough. A single shot erupted from the rifle, and before Barnaby could react it 
struck him in the hand, sending the pistol flying into the sand. Waahni flailed her leg and landed a kick 
right to his groin, causing him to release her. Kempai fired again, this time landing a shot to his right 
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shoulder. Barnaby fell to the ground, and as he hit the sand Kempai was above him, aiming the rifle 
straight at his head. 
"H-Hey now," Barnaby stammered. "Let's not do nuthin' stupid, eh? 
But Kempai wasn't listening. It was finally time to kill Barnaby, to end his life once and for all. 
Cocking the rifle, he aimed it straight at Barnaby's head. Then he stopped. A thought had crossed him: am 
I no better? He remembered when he had been beneath the barrel, staring death in the face. Barnaby 
wasn't worthy of life, but it was not up to him to decide that. To kill another, to take life, that is the work 
of the unnatural...of the wicked. Kempai would not become a killer. 
He lowered the barrel of the rifle, but before Barnaby could express his relief Kempai fired two 
shots, one into each of his kneecaps. Barnaby howled with pain, clutching the remnants of his legs. 
I m not a murderer," Kempai said. "But we'll see what the coyotes make of you tonight." 
And with that, he and Waahni' left Barnaby to writhe in the sands, making their way back towards 
the village. 
The day was bright, not a single cloud in the sky. 
Kempai sat beside Waahni', sharing a midafternoon meal. The sound of hammers filled the air as 
the villagers worked to repair the shacks that had been destroyed earlier that morning. Barnaby and the 
overseers were no more, and the people of Kempai's village were now free to live as they pleased. As the 
chief of the village, Kempai would soon have plenty of work to do, but he was content to enjoy a moment 
of much needed peace with Waahni'. 
That is, until there came at tap outside his door. 
"Come in," he called. 
Through the doorway strode Mumbichi, his face alight. Kempai invited him to sit, and as he did he 
embraced both Kempai and Waahni'. 
"You've done it child," he beamed. "You've freed our people." 
Because of you, elder, said Kempai. "It was your wisdom that helped our people to understand 
the value of life." 
"Thank you, Kempai. Let us leave our sufferings in the past, once and for all." 
"But what is to become of the quarry?" asked Waahni'. "What of Chimney Hill?" 
"That will be decided tomorrow," answered Kempai. "But we need to salvage all the dosabite from 
the Silo and dig through the remains of Rhodes' manor as well." 
Suddenly, Kempai remembered the diary. He rose from his seat and moved to the cot against the 
far wall, reaching his hand beneath it. When he returned, he handed the small book to Mumbichi. 
Rhodes has a child among us," he said. "He believed that the identity of the child is revealed in his 
lover's diary, but the entries are written in the Old Language." 
Mumbichi opened the book and held it close. 
"Ah, I see," he nodded. 
He fingered the pages lightly and began reading. Kempai looked to Waahni', who was smiling back 
at him. His heart felt light, knowing that their child would be born in a world free of their former 
sufferings, free of the quarry and of the overseers. There would be enough dosabite up at Chimney Hill to 
last a l ifetime, and now they could live free of the burden that the power had placed upon them for so 
long. It would be a perfect life, and Kempai couldn't be happier. 
From across the table, Mumbichi broke into warm laughter. 
"What is it?" asked Kempai. "Do you know who it is?" 
Mumbichi, quieting himself, closed the book and handed it back to Kempai. 
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"It seems Rhodes' child has been right under our noses all this time." 
"Who is it?" cried Kempai. 
"It's you," said Mumbichi, turning to Waahni'. "Rhodes is your father." 
Waahni' stared. 
"Me?" she said is disbelief. 
"Yes, child. Your mother and Rhodes were secret lovers. They would meet under the cover of night 
in the mesquite grove and built a hidden life together. But after your mother became pregnant she cut off 
all contact with Rhodes, fearing for your safety. But still he tried to be a part of your life, Waahni . 
According to your mother, he would leave you small gifts in the branches of the mesquite trees, hoping 
that you would find them when you came to speak with the spirits." 
Waahni' was speechless. 
"He must've left the dosobite for us too!" she said to Kempai. "He was the one my mother sent to 
deliver it to us!" 
Kempai, too, was struggling to find his words. 
"Waahni', do you know what this means?" 
Confused, she shook her head. 
"You are Rhodes' heir!" he cried. "This land, and everything in it, belongs to you now." 
Waahni' couldn't believe what she was hearing. The quarry, Chimney Hill, even the village. It was 
hers, and Kempai was now chief of their people. It was the greatest thing to ever happen to them. 
Before she could respond, Mumbichi rose to his feet, smiling down at them. 
"It looks like you two a have a lo t of work ahead." His eyes shone, and Kempai once again detected 
a knowing gleam. "Let's hope the spirits are up to it." 
It was cold. 
Lying in the sands, he was beginning to lose the feeling in his limbs. His legs were mangled, his left 
shoulder and hand completely useless. Death was close, but not yet close enough. 
Beneath the moonlight, the gleam of something on the ground caught his eye. With his right arm 
he pulled himself in its direction. The pistol. He could end it now, just like that. 
He pulled himself forward, wriggling his body through the sand like a large worm. Sweet 
relief...sweet relief. He inched closer, nearly there, when a sound caught his ear. 
Something was moving towards him. 
He looked around, scouring the darkness. At first he, saw nothing. Then, all at once, a dozen yellow 
eyes emerged from the shadows. 
NO! 
They were upon him, moving in closer and closer, licking their lips. 
"Nice...doggie," croaked Barnaby. "Nice...doggie..." 
The coyotes ate well that night. 
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For The Birds 
Hannah Mekeel 
I envied his olive skin. The blustering wind and soft snow flakes danced in the night air as the man 
strode along the sidewalk. Pulling down my sweater cuff to cover my chapped pale palms, I shook him out 
of my mind. It was the coldest night of the year, and I was sitting at Jovani's having a nice big cup of hot 
chocolate. My boots were tight to the bone and the tips of my toes froze inside my useless cotton socks. 
The drink scourged my tongue, but its flavor was so enticing that I had succumbed to the pain. His cobalt 
eyes appeared in my mug as I went for the next sip, and I jumped in surprise. What was so intriguing about 
I can still hear the echoing organ my grandmother Helena played at the United Church every 
Sunday. I always looked forward to those mornings when she would dress me up in my blue corduroy 
jumper with two buttons on each side. She smelted like talcum powder and peppermint sticks when she 
eaned down to button my coat. The church was small, one room, and white, sitting a bit back from the 
road. Grandmother Helena had played the organ for 30 years. Her frail hands played the keys delicately, 
but the sounds that came from the organ were boisterous and invading. As the last measures of the music 
played and the preacher came out from his study, a woman and three children, all with the same olive skin 
and bright eyes staggered up through the pews and into the one right in front of me. The tallest child, a 
boy, glanced back at me with those bright eyes just for a second one Sunday, and a small grin appeared in 
the corner of his lips. I grinned back, but the preacher had started to pray and grandmother, now back in 
the pew bes.de me, elbowed me softly, telling me to bow my head. The preacher prayed for so long- for 
the soldiers and for the sinners and a whole lot for the hurting families within the congregation. I thought 
that the preacher was always talking about my family. It was just me and Grandmother Helena after all 
She never told me anything about my parents; she was the only family I had ever known and it was just 
fine with me. As I grew older, I realized the preacher wasn't praying for my family. He was speaking up for 
the olive skinned family, with the bright eyes, and the smell of fresh baked baguettes. 
The air glowed blue through the thick fog as the misting rain dropped onto my cheeks. I had 
buttoned my corduroy dress by myself that day because I was old enough to do things on my own. 
Grandmother still helped me tie the tight red bow in the back my hair. It pushed my hair down flat and 
left my head feeling strangled. She hadn't said much when I asked her why we were headed to chu'rch on 
a Thursday. She simply pressed her lips together and stared at the floor before muttering, 
"We need to pay our respects." 
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I didn't have but a wheat penny to pay for my respects, but I buckled my black shoes and pulled up my 
frilled socks as best as I could before stepping onto the porch. Grandmother put my hand in hers and 
silently led us down the cracked pavement. She wasn't wearing her light blue dress like she normally 
would for church. Her hair was pulled back tightly in a grey knot at the base of her spine, and I couldn t 
stop watching it as we walked. She didn't have a pleasant squint in her eyes either. And no matter how 
close I walked to her, I couldn't hear one note of the hymn she normally hummed on our Sunday morning 
walks to church. She held my hand a l ittle tighter, and walked a little slower, until finally I saw the bell 
tower of the little white church I had known so well. The bell was stagnant in its cage up above which 
caused me even more concern. I wanted to let go of Grandmother's hand and run as fast as I could back to 
the cottage: faster than Tad Benson was running home from the schoolhouse after lessons. 
As we reached the heavy door, I could hear the voices, muffled, coming from the other side. A tall 
man dressed in a dark suit pulled open the door with ease for Grandmother who then stepped in, still 
clinging to me behind her. She gave the tall man a head nod with the same sullen expression he adorned. 
The carpets were still the same dank yellow as the Sunday before, but they were vacuumed. Vacuumed so 
well that I couldn't even see the little dust bunnies from Madam Valletta's tissues that always fell to the 
floor as she blew her nose endlessly during service. She was always saying that she was catching cold. And 
if she wasn't, her leg hurt, and if her leg didn't hurt it was her stomach. She was such a sick woman, I 
hoped I would never grow up to be such a burden. I shuffled along the carpet in the foyer beside 
Grandmother as she stopped right in front of a small stand with a large notebook. There were names 
scribbled across the page in all types of handwriting, but mostly in calligraphy, which I couldn t read until 
year five. Grandmother plucked the pen out from its golden holder beside the book. She scrawled 
something and then very carefully placed the pen back and stepped away, looking at me. I glanced back up 
at her with the puzzled expression I had been trying to show her hidden face all morning. 
"I suppose you're confused." 
We stepped into the corner of the foyer by a small potted plant with long green leaves jutting out 
from all sides of the dull brown pot. One jabbed me in the back as Grandmother leaned over and looked 
me in the eyes. 
"Honey, you know that family that sits in the third row on Sunday?" 
I gave a small nod, still confused, but I pictured the young couple with two sons. 
"WelL.the young boy...the small one, Liam? He...he is in heaven now. We're going to walk into the 
sanctuary and see the family because they are hurting and really missing him. 
I nodded again, this time I thought I understood. 
"Okay," I eventually declared. Grandmother straightened her back and smoothed her black skirt. Then she 
took my hand again, this time a little more softly and we headed to the second set of doors behind a line 
of voices in dark clothing. As we came through the doors, the family was lined up along the stained glass 
windows. They looked tired. The woman stood as if she would fall over at any moment right between her 
unshaven husband and eldest son Jonathon who had a f ierce look in his eyes. The sanctuary was so small 
that I could hear the voices from all sides whispering. 
"I'm so sorry for..." 
"You folks are gonna..." 
"Let us know if there's anything..." I heard bits and pieces, but I wove them together as we approached 
the big wooden box surrounded by flowers. 
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Stone cold. His skin was frozen and molded to his face. They had glued his lips together and sewn 
his eyelids shut. His fingers were bony and blue. I couldn't look; but I couldn't look away either. I heard the 
big wooden church door slam shut, and I looked out past the foyer. It was him. The boy with the olive skin. 
He and his family were all dressed in black, too. His hair was slicked back for the occasion in a way I had 
never seen before. There was fear in his eyes. Different than the fear that I felt inches away from the 
rotting flesh in the sleeping box. His eyes darted around at the voices; something was wrong. His mother 
led the children slowly through the foyer and into the room. She stepped up to a w oman she talked to in 
church a lot and said a few words in a hushed tone. The boy glimpsed over at me and the sleeping box. His 
eyes filled with tears as he ran in shock past me and over to the young boy's corpse. 
"No...no." Those were the first words I had ever heard him utter. He grabbed a hand attached to the body 
and held it up to his own chest. They must have been friends, I decided. Suddenly the tallest man in the 
room, with the scruffy beard and crooked teeth, stomped up next to him. He grabbed the boy with the 
olive skin by the ironed back sweater and began to shake him around like a rag doll. 
"You! It was you!" 
"Let me go!" the boy pleaded. 
"Haven't you done enough?! Leave. Ya hear me? Leave!" With one steady swipe, the boy was thrown out 
of the foyer with his mother running, shocked, behind him. The tall man straightened up his back and his 
tie as he cleared his throat. 
"Don't trust that boy out with your youngins at the swimmin' hole." He wiped his nose with the back of his 
hand. All of the voices were silent for a moment before they started again. While Grandmother Helena 
was gossiping with the voices, I ran and hid behind the pew right next to the foyer door. Sure enough, I 
could smell the fresh baguettes and could hear the boy still close talking to his mother. 
Don't pay him any mind, I'm sure he's just hurting, my sweet." 
"No... the water was too deep," he mumbled. 
"What?" 
"I did it. It's all my fault." 
"Don't be silly. Now, let's go home and open up the bakery, alright?" As the boy nodded, he spotted me 
staring from behind the pew. His mother turned and headed to the door with his twin sisters, but he 
stayed a moment without breaking eye contact with me. 
"Are you okay?" I whispered, hoping there was something I could do to make his awkward smile return 
once more. The boy came toward me and then led me to a small window on the side of the foyer where 
no one was standing. 
"Look out there," he said, and I looked. 
"Yeah...what am I looking for?" He pointed out to the dark brooding sky. 
"You see them black birds? It ain't the best weather out there, but they're flyin'. Real high. They're free. 
"Yeah, I guess they are," I admitted. 
"I wish I could be like that." I blinked and he was gone. 
I set some money on the counter and sipped the last of my hot chocolate. As I headed toward the door of 
the quaint restaurant, it swung open. It was him. The boy who wanted to be free. Seeing him so close for 
the first time in years startled me and I jumped a bit. 
"Sorry," he muttered, walking past me to the counter. 
"Hey," I started, and he turned around. 
You...should try the hot chocolate. It's really good." I couldn't bring up the dark past. It wasn't right. 
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"I think I might/' he gave me a half smile. I heard the little bell above the door ring as I stepped out into 
the bitter wind. I gazed up at the sky for a moment while adjusting the buttons on my coat. The sky was 
bare and the snowfall had ceased. The birds had finally flown south for the winter and so had he. 
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The Business of Balconies 
Sara Sampson 
Your shoulders are shaded balconies 
holding up the world; 
Pretty woman with a brown silk scarf 
and cigarette 
waltzing on concrete's edge; Molly was her name. 
You can almost see it scratched into fresh 
pavement where her head cracked and spilled 
blood like a kicked paint can; in ecstasy, 
death becomes phantasmagoric. Pigeons warbling 
from their perch, creating the next big 
mix-tape; the soundtrack of heavy, velvety curtains 
closing for good. You hung up your empty 
trench coat and let the rain, let the rain 
flood the deepest flowers. Crawling dim stairwells 
trying to elude the expiration date 
that's been tickling your feet for decades. 
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